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LET  ME  CALL  YOU  SWEETHEART-. •' 


COO// 


yls  ffghf  as  a  fleecy  cloud  on  a 
summer  sky  and  as  comfortable 
as  no  hat  at  all. 

The  "AEROWEIGHT"  and  the 
"CRUSHER"  feather-weight  felt 
hats  designed  and  made  for 
summer  wear. 

THE  BROCK  HAT 

OieSt^rorence  &at 

MADE     BY    THE     WOLTHAU5EN      HAT      CORPORATION,     LIMITED. 
ALSO      MAKERS     OF    THE    WOLTHAUSEN,     PEER     AND      HORTON      HAT 


Goblin 


Canada's  Pioneer  Air  Port 


AND 


AVIATION  SCHOOL 


BOVE  is  a  view  of  the  Elliot  Air  Port  at  Hamilton,  Ontario.  The  Air  Port 
is  one  of  the  finest  equipped  in  America  and  has  the  unusual  distinction  of 
being  equally  fitted  for  the  reception  of  either  land  or  water  aircraft. 


The  landing  field  is  100  acres  over  all  and  has  a  frontage  on  the  beautiful  Hamil- 
ton Bay  of  over  one-half  mile.  Many  visiting  flyers,  including  pilots  from  the 
R.C.A.F.,  find  this  huge  port  wonderfully  situated  and  its  mechanical  staff  and 
refueling  properties  unsurpassed. 

The  Only  Government  Authorized  Flying  School 

The  Jack  V.  Elliot  Aeronautical  School  for  training  of  Commercial  Pilots  is  the 
acknowledged  leader  in  the  Dominion  of  Canada  and  is  the  only  one  at  present 
operating  that  has  turned  out  fully  Government-Licensed  Commercial  Pilots. 

The  ground  course  may  be  taken  by  mail  at  home  or  students  may  live  in  resi- 
dence at  the  Airdrome  and  receive  the  same  lessons  by  lectures  as  well  as  the 
practical  instruction  on  the  Airdrome. 


JACK  V.  ELLIOT 

Air  Service 
Hamilton  Box  195  Ontario 

Write  to-day  and  enter 

the  greatest  business  of 

this  modern  age 


I 

j  JACK  V.  ELLIOT, 

Hamilton,  Out. 

Dear  Sir: 


Please  send  me  at  once  your  leaflet  gn  ing 
■   details  of  flying   training.     This  does  not  obli- 


gate me. 


Name 


Addr 


Goblin 


Individuality  J 


t 


/- 


There  is  no  shoe  just  like  an 
Astoria  either  in 


Class 


Comfort 


or 


Value 


Built  by  master  Craftsmen,  of 
finest  materials,  it  provides  style, 
easy  wear  and  long  life  at  minimum 
cost. 


SCOTT  &  McHALE,  Limited 
London,  Ontario 
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Some  Prefer  Wish-bones 


L-IE  said,  "What  would  you  like,  my  dear?" 

A  plump  hand  poised  above  the  platter, 
Complacent  too;   as  though  my  one  desire 
Lay  at  a  fork's  end.     But — no  matter! 

"Thank  you,"  I  answered,  "I  should  like 
A  grove  of  palm  trees  by  an  azure  sea, 
A  diamond  mine  in  Kimberly, 
Perpetual  youth,  fair  Helen's  guile, 
A^stretch  of  moonlight  on  the  silvery  Nile. 


I'd  like  to  tent  'mid  desert  dunes, 

Hear  temple  bells  play  mystic  heathen  tunes. 

Pluck  the  red  rose  in  Omar's  land, 

And  join  a  caravan  to  Samarkand." 

It  was  to  laugh!     He  thought  me  queer; 

A  puzzled  frown  loomed  o'er  the  platter. 
Contrite,  I  said,  "The  gizzard,  dear, 

Or  wing.      It  doesn't  matter." 

— Andrea  Thryne. 
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HAR!  HAR!  HAR!  THINK  YER  BABE  RUTH! 
YAA-A-A-A!  G'WAN,  TUNNEY!" 
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'Say,  Mammy,  it  say  heah  that  if  anybuddy  loses  one-third  ob  deir  skin  thoo  scalds  or  burns  dey  dies. 
' Lawd  hab  mercy!     Hop  ovah  an'  pull  youah  pappy  s  feet  oul'n  dat  oven!" 


Predictions 

INNUMERABLE  young  men  will  meet     "the  most 
wonderful  girl  in  all  the  world." 

You  will  hear  (if  you  listen)  a  brand  new  batch  of 
golf  anecdotes. 

Countless  people,  calling  up  others  on  the  telephone, 
will  be  informed  that  the  wire  is  busy. 

The  phrase  "I  love  you"  will  be  spoken  more  often 
than  it  will  be  possible  to  record. 

The  usual  number  of  trains  will  be  missed  by  com- 
muters, and  the  customary  number  of  collar  buttons 
will  likewise  roll  under  the  customary  number  of 
bureaus. 

There  will  be  an  enormous  amount  of  scandal 
whispered  over  an  enormous  number  of  tea  cups. 

Practical  jokers  will  continue  to  perpetrate  an  even 
greater  number  of  impractical  jokes. 

Comparatively  few  "suckers"  will  be  given  "even 
breaks." 

Charles  G.  Shaw. 


Radiograms 

Although  most  distance  hounds  have  only  one  horn, 
there  are  a  lot  of  people  who  believe  they  will  sprout 
if  given  time. 


Radio  is  progressing  by  leaps  and  bounds.  Already 
experts  have  perfected  A  battery  eliminators  and  B 
battery  eliminators.  If  you  ask  us,  the  next  step  is 
a  little  scientific  attention  to  some  of  the  programmes. 


Radio  fans  are  deploring  certain  stations  who 
pirate  unassigned  wave-lengths.  This  is  technically 
known  as  the  crime-wave-length,  no  doubt. 


The  man  who  stays  up  until  three  a.m.  to  hear  a 
whiskey  tenor  sing  "Sweet  Adeline"  from  a  station 
two  thousand  miles  away,  certainly  illustrates  the 
truth  of  the  old  saying:  "Distance  lends  enchant- 
ment." 

— Parl^e  Cummings. 
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AVID  (?LYTW    MANWa 


To  whom  the  citizens  of  the  liberated  Province  of  Ontario  lovingly  dedicate 
the  popular  song,  "It  All  Depends  on  You." 
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Moonlight  and  Palms 

A  Beautiful  Example  of  Modern  Art 


Private  Parties 

DRIVATE  parties  are  such  fun, 
Such  funny  things  happen  at 
them. 

There's  always  someone  who  does 
juggling  tricks  with  cut-glassware. 

Or  performs  acrobatics  on  the 
chandelier. 

Or  turns  somersaults  down  the 
staircase. 

Or  executes  a  clog  on  top  of  the 
piano. 

Or  falls  through  the  bass  drum. 

Or  spills  the  terrapin  into  the 
goldfish  aquarium. 

Or  sprinkles  the  dance  floor  with 
caviar. 


the 
the 


Are  Such  Fun! 

Or  hurls  the  sideboard  through 
the  window. 

Or    pushes    the    host    into 
fountain. 

Or     turns    handsprings     on 
dining-room  table. 

Or  upsets  the  lobster  salad  into 
the  gardenias. 

Or  wrestles  with  the  servants. 

Or  plays  hockey  with  the 
antiques. 

Or  falls  asleep  under  the  sofa. 

In  fact,  there's  something  hap- 
pening every  minute  at  private 
parties. 

They're  such  fun!  — C.  G.  S. 


I  Love  the  Summer 

I  LOVE  the  summer. 

I  love  everything  about  it. 

I  love  the  early  sunrises  and 
the  late  commuters  who  miss  the 
5.28  and  spend  the  night  in  town. 

I  love  straw  hats. 

I  love  to  watch  the  boys  on  the 
corner  whooping  it  up  at  the 
orangeade  fountain. 

Girls  are  always  prettier  in 
summer  too. 

And  they're  not  nearly  so  fussy. 

I  love  the  buzz  of  electric  fans. 

And  I  love  the  strain  from  the 
phonograph  across  the  street  that 
floats  in  through  the  open  window. 

I  love  the  advertisements  of 
summer  resorts. 

They  make  me  so  glad  I  am  in 
town. 

And  I  love  the  roof  gardens. 

They're  so  nice  and  warm. 

I  love  the  neighbours  in  summer. 

Most  of  them  are  away. 

Yes,  I  love  the  summer. 

It's  usually  too  hot  to  work. 

— CHAS.  G.  SHAW. 

Extenuating  Circumstances 

Judge:  "I'm  surprised.  You 
were  acquitted  on  a  robbery  charge 
only  last  week  and  now  you're 
here  again  for  robbing  a  bank." 

Prisoner:  "But  judge,  it  was 
the  only  way  I  could  raise  the 
funds  to  pay  off  my  lawyer." 


Cafeteria 
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Modernized  Verson 

jV^OTHER,  may  I  go  in  for  sin?" 

"Yes,  my  darling  daughter. 
Order  a  case  of  poisoned  gin, 

But  don't  drink  more  than  water." 

"Mother,  may  I  read  fiction  gay?" 
"Of  course  you  may,  my  child. 

Read  all  you  want  of  Thackeray, 
Not  Lewis,  Joyce  or  Wilde." 

"Mother,  may  I  go  for  a  ride?" 
"Why,  yes,  my  dear,  you  can. 

Open  the  door  and  get  inside, 
— But  not  with  any  man." 

"Mother,  may  I  take  in  a  show?" 
"Yes,  certainly  you  may, 

As  long  as  you  promise  not  to  go 
To  anything  from  Broadway." 

"Well,  mother,  if  I  go  in  for  sin 
I'd  certainly  like  to  hear 

How    in    creation     I'm    going     to 
begin." 
"I  wish  that  I  knew,  my  dear." 

— Parke.  Cummings. 

*      *      * 

Naturally 

A  nurse  slipped  quietly  out  of  a 
hospital  room  and  tiptoed  up  to 
the  member  of  Parliament  who  was 
pacing  nervously  up  and  down  the 
corridor. 

"Mr.  Jones,"  she  whispered, 
"the  doctor  sent  me  out  to  tell  you 
that  you  are  the  father  of  three 
brand  new  boys." 

"Good  heavens!"  was  the 
startled  response.  "You  go  back 
and  tell  that  doctor  that  I  demand 
a  recount." 


1  st  Chicago  Bandit:  "WhaO  Yuh 
mean  t*  tell  me,  Bill,  you'd  shoot  a 
man  fer  a  dollar}" 

2nd  Ditto:  "Suttinly,  a  dollar 
here  and  a  dollar  there,  it  mounts 
up!" 


Gritty  George:  "Good  mornin  ,  lady. 
Kind  Housewife:  "Well,  what  do  you  want?" 
Gritty  George:  "Please  mum,  I  feel  a  fit  comin    on  an    I'll  go 
somewheres  else  an'  have  it  fer  the  small  sum  of  a  dime. 


Couldn't  Speak 

"When  I  first  came  to  this 
country,"  confessed  a  man  popu- 
larly known  as  self-made,  "I  didn't 
know  a  word  of  the  English  lan- 
guage. But  by  perseverance  and 
study,  I  made  myself  what  I  am 
to-day." 

"But  I  thought  you  were  born  in 
this  country?" 

"So  I  was.  But  I  still  maintain 
that  when  I  first  came  here  I 
couldn't  speak  a  word." 


How  Could  You? 

The  tramp  approached  a  door 
marked  Dr.  Roberts,  and  knocked. 
A  lady  answered  the  summons  and 
he  inquired  politely:  "Has  the 
Doc.  an  old  pair  of  pants,  or  two, 
that  he  could  let  me  have,  missus?" 

"No,"  the  lady  answered 
sweetly,   "they  wouldn't  fit  you. 

"Are  you  sure?"  he  questioned. 

"Quite  sure,"  was  the  reply. 
"You  see,  I'm  the  Doctor." 
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The  Founders 


XCEPT  to  the  sophisticated  few, 
the  Fathers  of  Confederation  are 
a  group  of  men  whose  custom  it 
was  to  sit  in  front  of  windows,  with 
numbers  stamped  on  their  fore- 
heads. '  This  elevating  pastime  lacks  appeal  to 
the  popular  imagination.  Every  schoolboy 
knows  that  Wolfe  is  at  least  the  gentleman  who 
is  dying  gracefully  on  the  Plains  of  Abraham, 
in  the  centre  of  a  tableau  of  the  highest 
romantic  attributes.  Champlain  stands, 
wrapped  in  his  great  cloak,  forever  at  the  bow 
of  his  boat.  Strong,  naked  redmen  at  their 
paddles  carry  him  forward  into  the  perilous 
new  lands.  La  Salle,  Cartier,  Brock,  men  of 
action,  heroes!  And  there  stand  the  Fathers 
of  Confederation,  motionless  in  front  of  the 
great  windows  that  never  existed,  with  the 
numbers  on  their  foreheads.  Alas  for  the 
glories  of  peace!  Had  the  Fathers  of  Con- 
federation up  and  Defied  Somebody  or  some- 
thing other  than  graft  and  misgovernment, 
they  would  not  now  be  in  so  great  need  of  a 
publicity  agent.  The  United  Empire  Loyal- 
ists have    round  their  name  more  glamour. 

Our  age  has  not  yet  sufficiently  advanced 
from  barbarism,  to  achieve  the  point  where 
our  heroes  shall  be  other  than  those  whose 
acts  are  associated  with  the  defiance  of  death. 
Our  allegiance  is  still  a  brutal  thing.  The 
sagas  of  our  press  are  of  those  who  risk  their 


own  lives  rather  than  those  whose  achieve- 
ments grant  a  fuller  life  to  others.  Some- 
thing in  your  heart  and  mine  lept  higher  when 
we  heard  that  Lindbergh  had  reached  Paris 
than  it  did  when  we  learned  that  Drs.  Banting 
and  McLeod  had  discovered  insulin.  And  the 
men  who  shaped  the  Canada  of  to-day  did  so 
without  banners,  in  the  ledious  atmosphere  of 
parliamentary  procedure. 

There  is  a  good  omen  in  our  beginning  thus. 
A  keynote  was  struck.  Our  destiny  was  fore- 
shadowed; it  was  to  be  a  peaceful  one.  In  the 
main  we  are  achieving  it.  The  King's  Printer 
at  Ottawa,  has  issued  a  booklet  entitled 
"Sixty  Years  of  Canadian  Progress''  on  the 
occasion  of  our  Diamond  Jubilee.  It  is  a 
record  of  tremendous  material  achievement, 
of  accomplishment  by  a  nation  devoted  to  the 
tasks  of  peace.  We  have  not  battled  for  our 
nationhood;  we  have  matured,  into  it.  Given 
another  sixty  years  under  the  happy  auspices 
of  1867,  our  potentialities  stagger  the  imagina- 
tion. We  may  even  find  time  to  develop 
spiritually.  Yes,  it  is  fortunate  that  our 
hierarchy  of  founders  is  of  statesmen  rather 
than  warriors,  that  their  battle  was  waged  in 
solitude  by  candlelight  and  in  conclave  by 
the  light  of  conciliation  and  reciprocity 
rather  than  upon  the  battlefields.  The 
foundations  of  the  nation  are  not  of  hastily 
thrown  up  battlements;  they  are  of  concrete. 
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The  Restaurant  Reformers 


to 


fP-^yM  I  GAIN  vice  has  re- 
9^^*-  ^  ceived  a  body  blow, 
this  time  from  Mr. 
William  Childs. 
whose  outposts  of 
virtue  are  familiar 
sights  in  almost  every  large  city  on 
the  continent.  In  a  recent  com- 
munication to  his  managers  Mr. 
Childs  says: 

"We  are  perfectly  willing 
succumb  to  modernism, 
but  tee  have  not  come  to 
the  stage  where  we  intend 
to  submit  to  smoking  in 
the  houses  by  anyone 
connected  with  the  busi- 
ness. 

"We  may  sell  nocotine 
at  the  desk,  ond  patrons 
may  smoke,  but  we  of  the  company 
and  of  the  wording  forces  will  not 
smoke  in  any  part  of  the  house.  It  is 
best  to  even  refrain  from  the  lighting 
of  cigars  or  cigarettes  at  the  desk 
when  leaving  the  stores. 

"By  all  means,  no  employee  shall 
smoke  in  the  houses  under  any  con- 
ditions whatsoever,  or  at  any  time 
of  the  day.  We  belong  to  a  definite 
school  that  repels  vices  rather  than 
encourages   them." 

We  are  glad  to  see  that  that 
point  is  cleared  up.  To  those  who 
have  been  wandering  about  in 
ignorance  of  exactly  what  school 
the  Childs      Company    belongs  to 


these  are  glad  tidings.  It  is  high 
time  other  big  organizations  came 
out  and  declared  themselves  as 
either  for  or  against  vice.  What 
about  the  Dominion  Stores,  Ltd., 
the  Canadian  Pacific  Railway,  the 
Pepsodent  Company?  Which  side 
are  they  on,  and  what  they  do 
think  of  modernism?  The  world 
is  waiting;  are  they  on  the  fence? 
And,  speaking  of  vices,  what 
about  the  vice  of  wastefulness? 
A  brief  survey  of  the  toast  situation 
in  Childs  restaurants 
since  the  side  orders  of 
toast  were  eliminated 
shows  that  83.8  per  cent, 
of  the  diners  during  any 
given  lunch  hour  were 
unable  to  eat  the  two 
extra  pieces  they  were 
forced  to  buy  through 
the  new  order.     Is  this  a  system? 

On  Lending  Books 

A  GREAT  deal  too  much  blather 
has  been  blithered  against  the 
hapless  wight  (arch.)  who  borrows 
books  never  to  return  them.  One 
would  gather  from  conversation 
with  those  who  possess  libraries 
that  the  library-lifter  were  the  sole 
fly  in  the  unctuous  ointment  of 
literary  enjoyment.  This  is  not 
the  case;  the  pest  has  his  counter- 
part in  the  shape  of  the  importun- 
ate lender,  the  "Oh,  You  Must 
Read  This  One"  boy.  From  his 
clutches  there  is  no  escape.    In  his 


urgency  to  inflict  his  favorite 
authors  upon  you  he  has  no  thought 
of  the  probable  return.  This 
variety  of  pest  in  advanced  stages 
will  sometimes  buy  as  many  as  six 
or  seven  copies  of  the  same  title; 
at  the  end  of  a  week  he  has  none. 
Though  in  defence  against  him  we 
have  let  it  be  broadcast  that  our 
tastes  in  reading  embrace  only 
two  writers,  Eddie  Guest  and 
H.  L.  Mencken,  our  library  in- 
cludes the  following  titles,  "The 
Secret  Power"  by  Marie  Corelli, 
"Producing  in  Little  Theatres" 
by  Clarence  Stratton,  Little  Big 
Ears  and  the  Princess"  by  Carol 
Cassidy  Cole,  "Bee-Keeping  for 
Profit"  by  Hanley  Stone,  "How 
to  Love,"  anonymous,  "Care  of 
the  Baby,"  also  anonymous,  and 
"The  War  Speeches  of  Woodrow 
Wilson,"  none  of  which  have  been 
read,  all  of  which  may  be  borrowed. 

Of  the  lending  of  books  there  is, 
however,  something  pleasant  to  be 
said.  The  man  or  woman  who, 
having  discovered  an  entertaining 
volume,  keeps  it  to  himself  is 
something  of  a  miser  and  the  prac- 
tice of  retailing  passages  from  it 
over  the  bridge  table  is  probably 
more  heinous  than  inflicting  the 
whole  works  holus-bolus  upon  a 
limited  number  of  friends.  A  very 
pretty  practise  is  that  of  marking 
passages  or  phrases  of  particluar 
appeal;  in  this  way,  by  careful 
selection,  a  handy  and  non-com- 
promising method  for  conveying 
messages  of  affection  or  dislike  is 
discovered. 
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Joe  McGee 

"THE  recent  action  of    an  Amer- 
ican waiters'    association  who 
passed  resolutions  against    tipping 
calls  to  mind  the  Joe  McGee  legend 
which  is  one  of  the  prettiest  rom- 
ances of  modern  business  and  one 
which  lifts   the  hotel  industry  out 
of  the  ruck  of  more  commonplace 
pursuits.     Nobody  seems  to  know 
who  the  original  Joe  McGee  was, 
but  among  the  bellboys,  the  wait- 
resses,    the     door     men     and     the 
chamber     maids,     Joe     McGee     is 
The  Man  Who  Does  Not  Tip.      In 
fact,  in  some  sections  of  the  coun- 
try any  man  who  does 
not   tip   is   Joe   McGee. 
And   it   is   a   great  day 
in  the  lobby  of  an  hotel 
when    a    guest    actually 
steps  up  to  the  counter 
and  registers  under  this 
significant  name.    Then 
the  greeter  gets  the  bell- 
cap,    and     the    bellcap    calls     the 
assistant    bellcap,    and    the    assis- 
tant bellcap  summons  the  bellboys 
into  a  solemn  conclave.     After  the 
guest   is   shown   to   his   room,    the 
delegation  meets  in  the  hall  outside 
and  the  littlest  and  newest  bellboy 
is  lifted  high  on  the  shoulders  of 
his  confreres  so  that  he  may  look 
through  the  transom  and  see  with 
his  own   eyes   the   mysterious  Joe 
McGee  in  person.    And,  that  little 
children,    is    the    Legend    of    Joe 
McGee,    the  Man  Who  Does  Not 
Tip. 


Anecdote 

THE  latest  anecdote 
which  has  come  to 
our  ears  concerning  the 
compatriots  of  one  Milt 
Gross,  concerns  the  Irish 
gentleman  who  accosted 
three  newsboys,  prom- 
ising a  half-dollar  to  the 
one  who  should  give  the 
brightest  reply  to  his  query  as  to 
who  was  the  greatest  man  in  the 
world. 

The  first  boy  was  an  Italian. 
"Christopher  Columb  was  da  mos' 
greates'  man.  Gotta  sheep.  He 
sale  on  da  ocean  an'  he  come  back 
again.  He  got  plenty 
real  estate." 

The  second  boy  was 
an  American.  "George 
Washington  was  the 
greatest  man  in  the 
world,"  he  said.  "Hewas 
the  father  of  his  coun- 
try, and  it  takes  a 
pretty  big  man  to  run  a  family 
like  that." 

The  third  boy  was  a  Hebrew. 
"St.  Patrick  wass  de  greatest  man 
wass  in  de  woild.  He  chased  all 
de  snakes  from  Ireland.  Ain't 
it?" 

The  Irishman's  heart  was 
touched.  As  he  awarded  the  fifty- 
cent  piece,  however,  he  asked  the 
newsy  why  he,  being  a  Hebrew, 
should  acclaim  St.  Patrick.  "Veil, 
I'll  tell  you,"  he  replied.  "In  my 
heart  I  am  for  Moses.  But  busi- 
ness is  business." 


A  Major  Flaw 

f  N    a  programme    that 
has  so  many   splendid 
features  as  that  of   the 
Ontario     Liquor     Com- 
mission it  is  disappoint- 
ing to  find  a  major  flaw. 
The  new  liquor  regula- 
tions   have    been    made 
with  the  idea  of  promot- 
ing true  temperance  and  one  just- 
ifiable expectation  was  that  in  the 
course    of    time    there    would    be 
a   marked   trend   away   from   hard 
liquor  in   favour  of  light  wines  and 
beer.      This  has  been   the  case  in 
Quebec   where   one   authority   has 
it    that    whereas    in    the    opening 
sales  by  the  Quebec  Liquor  Com- 
mission hard  liquors  accounted  for 
seventy-five  per  cent,  of  the  total, 
the  situation  has  now  been  reversed. 
This  happy  state  has  been  brought 
about    through    cheap    beer    and 
expensive  whiskey.     In  Ontario  it 
appears,  however,   that  we  are  to 
have  cheap  whiskey  and  expensive 
beer.     One  would  imagine  that  in 
the   face  of   the  Quebec   example, 
and   in   consideration   of   the  very 
healthy   export    business,    Ontario 
brewers  would  find  it  good  business  to 
allow  the  Commission  a  lower  price. 

Rebuke 

gARRIE'S  "What  Every  Woman 
Knows"  was  not  a  success  in 
Toronto.  Mr.  Brady,  the  producer, 
will  send  no  more  plays  to  Toronto. 
Result:  Toronto  citizens  will 
smartly  about  face  and  like  only  the 
Better  Things  in  the  Drama. 

—J.  E.  McD. 
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In  Case  You  Are  Given  an  Elephant 

By  PARKE  CUM  MINGS 

From  Our  Very  Modern  Natural  History  Series 


HE  chances  of  your 
receiving  an  ele- 
phant as  a  gift  are, 
of  course,  greatly 
against,  but  in  these 
days  of  $25,000 
channel  swimming  contests,  the 
Black  Bottom,  alienists  and  tab- 
loids, it  is  well  to  remember  that 
anything,  absolutely  anything,  can 
happen.  In  short,  be  prepared  for 
your  elephant.  You  never  can  tell. 
Preparedness  in  the  case  in 
question  consists  first  of  all  in 
building  an  elephant  house.  If 
you  reside  in  the  city  you  will  be 
able,  I  am  sure,  to  persuade  your 
landlord  to  permit  an  elephant 
house  on  the  roof  of  your  apart- 
ment building.  In  the  country  the 
common,  ordinary  back  yard  has 
been  found  best  in  the  long  run. 
An  elephant  house  should  be  some 
seventy-five  feet  long,  thirty  feet 
wide,  twelve  feet  high,  and  of  good, 
durable  and  waterproof  material 
throughout.  One-half  of  the  floor 
should  slope  at  a  pretty  good  angle, 
thereby  providing  your  pet  with  a 
splendid  sliding  place.  Remember 
that  it  is  necessary  to  provide  an 
elephant  with  plenty  of  oppor- 
tunity for  a  little,  clean,  whole- 
some fun  in  the  dull  parts  of  the 
day.  Otherwise  he  will  become 
introspective  and  will  brood  on 
very,  very  morbid  subjects  indeed. 
And  an  introspective  elephant  is 
practically  impossible.  But  be 
sure  to  have  the  wall  at  the  and  of 
you  slide  at  least  two  feet  thick. 
It  would  make  you  feel  foolish  to 
see  your  acquisition  go  hurtling 
through  the  wall  in  an  undignified 
posture,  wouldn't  it?  And  think 
how  he  would  feel.  Elephants  are 
very  sensitive.  And  have  the 
floor  well-planed  and  waxed.  No 
elephant  likes  splinters. 

You  are  now  ready  to  receive. 
When  your  pet  arrives,  escort  him 
immediately  to  his  dwelling.  Re- 
member, he  is  your  guest  and 
wants  to  be  made  to  feel  at  home. 


There  are  no  difficulties  if  your 
elephant  is  masculine,  but  if  you 
are  given  a  she-elephant,  an  un- 
married one  at  that,  it  is  advisable 
to  procure  an  elderly  matron  ele- 
phant as  chaperon.  Elephants 
are  straight-laced  and  old-fash- 
ioned. Nearly  all  the  better  zoos 
supply  chaperons  for  just  such 
occasions.  The  next  step,  ob- 
viously, is  feeding.  It  is  neither 
necessary  nor  desirable  to  load  an 
elephant  up  with  rich  food.  He 
has  just  that  much  more  stomach 
to  get  out  of  order.  A  half  a  ton 
of  hay,  a  few  oats,  and  now  and 
then  a  neighbours  hawthorne  tree 
as  a  treat  for  good  behaviour  will 
do  very  nicely. 

Good  behaviour  in  an  elephant 
consists  of  the  following: 

1 .  Keeping  good  hours. 

2.  A  willingness  to  work  around 
the  house,  keeping  the  wood-box 
filled,  removing  weeds  from  the 
drive-way,  and  generally  making 
himself  useful. 

3.  A  wholesome  respect  for  clean 
politics  at  all  times. 

4.  Frequent  bathing. 

5.  Seeing  that  the  baby  doesn  t 
fall  off  the  porch  or  get  drenched 
by  the  garden  hose. 


6.  Failure  to  decapitate  people 
with  his  trunk. 

That  is  about  all  there  is  to  it. 
Above  all,  keep  calm  at  all  times. 
You  may  be  somewhat  up  in  the 
air  at  first,  but  after  you  have 
learned  your  pet's  particular 
whims  and  dislikes  (remember  that 
every  elephant  is  an  individual  and 
must  be  treated  as  such),  I  am 
sure  that  you  will  agree  he  is  the 
loveliest  pet  you  have  ever  re- 
ceived, and  that  you  would  just 
about  die  if  some  evil  spirit  came 
along  and  wafted  the  little  shaver* 
away. 

*FemaIe  elephants  do  not  shave. 

#  *        * 

Bristol      (Va.)       Herald-Courier 
(adv.) — 

"WELCOME! 
K.  of  P.  and  D.  O.  K.  K. 
We    greet   you    Cordially —  May 
Your  Stay  in  Our  City  be  One 
of  Unallowed  Pleasure." 

Tut!  tut! 

*  *        * 

"Rocky  Mountain  News  (Den- 
ver, Colo.)  (adv.).  —  Lost:  Very 
heavy  brass  folding  door;  key 
odd  shape.  Champa  6171-W." 
Page  the  man  who  lost  the  bass 
drum. 


"Well,  Hector,  I  guess  that  sign's  right.      We've  been  here  an  hour 
and  haven't  even  got  a  bite. 
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June 
Ministers 

Sketched  by 
RICARDO 

Described  by 
COLEMAN  SHAWN 


Behold  the  reverend  Dr.  Spears 

On  duty  in  this  vale  of  tears. 

In  aspect  ominous  of  gloom 

He  seeks,  too  late,  to  warn  the  groom. 


The  fashionable  Dr.  Polly 

Excells  at  all  receptions  jolly 

To  hear  him  speak  you'd  think  that  he 

Received  a  much  more  ample  fee. 


Here  Pastor  Spinks  is  called  to  view 

At  just  a  quarter  after  two. 

In  manner  anything  but  regal 

He  ties  knots  lasting — and  quite  legal. 


This  young  ascetic,  reverend  Doyle, 
Looks  far  above  this  mortal  coil 
And  yet,  despite  his  gaze  so  mystic, 
He's  really  not  misogynistic. 


Ill        |  I 

BB  lilt      111 


The  couples  Canon  Brown  has  wed 
Placed  in  a  straight  line,  heel  to  head. 
Would  stretch  from  here  quite  out  of  view. 
('Twould  be  a  foolish  thing  to.) 
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Seek  Not  in  Ancient  Forests 

SEEK  not  in  ancient  forest,  virgin  lake, 
And  fly  not  where  the   thundering  waters 
sound. 
Neither  on  crested  wave  nor  burgeoning  brake 
Will  they  be  found.   .   .   . 

There  was  a  moment  when  the  misted  air 
Turned  all  to  glory,  shot  with  flecks  of  gold ; 

Of  east  nor  west  they  were  no  more  aware, 
Of  heat  nor  cold. 

A  moment  when  the  swift  propellor's  drone 
Rose  to  a  choiring,  and  the  earth  receded. 

Breasting  empyreal  seas,  like  star-dust  blown, 
The  bird  men  speeded. 

Wings  and  a  radiance  in  their  aerial  wake, 
They  passed  the  planets  in  the  singing  night 

In  white  armadas  vast,  and  overtake 
The  comet's  flight.  .  .  . 

Seek  not  in  ancient  forest,  virgin  lake, 

And  fly  not  where  the  thundering  waters 
sound. 
Neither  on  crested  wave  nor  burgeoning  brake 
Will  they  be  found. 

— Stephen  Moon. 

Ambiguous 

Gwendoline:   "Do  you   know   the  name  of   that 


piece 


y 


Gertrude:  "Do  you  mean  the  one  the  woman  was 
singing  or  the  one  her  accompanist  was  playing?" 


Dentist:   "I  Won't  charge  you  for  the  work.,  Sam. 
know  you  can't  afford  it." 

Sam:    "Thank  you,  Doc,  and  you're  the  man  that 
Will  get  all  my  work,  from  now  on!" 


Timid  Colleztor:   "Jus'  step  outside  a   minute — 
will  you,  Mr.  Schwartz}" 

When  Telephone  Operators  Get  the   Barber 
Complex 

"MUMBER,  please?" 
11   "Main  831 1." 

"Will  you  have  the  ones  short  or  long?" 

"About  medium,  please." 

"A  bit  cold  to-day." 

"Yes,  rather  chilly." 

"They  say. it's  ten  below  in  North  Dakota." 

"Really?      I  want  Main  83 1  1 ." 

"Certainly.     Your  voice  sounds  hoarse." 

"Yes?" 

"Yes.     You'd  better  let  me  send  you  up  some  of  our 
special   cough   syrup.     Guaranteed   to — " 

"No,  thank  you.      I  want  Main  831  I." 

"Of  course.     The  ones  short,  you  said?" 

"No.      Medium." 

"Oh,     yes.     That     reminds    me    of    a     story.      It 
seems — " 

"Main  8311!" 

"You'd  better  try  one  of  our  special  long  distance 
calls.     We're  featuring  Des  N  \  Iowa,  to-day." 

"NO!      I  want  Main  8131 

"Main  8131?" 

"I  mean  831  1 ." 

"Why  not  try  a  telegr  ing  to  put 

that  big  order  across." 

"No!     Look  here,  I'-  in  and  I 

can't  wait  any  longer. 

"I'm  sure  you'll  ha  Only 

takes  a  minute." 

"MAIN  8311!" 

"All  right.      Her 

(After  call  is  co 
forget  us  the  nex  j 
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"Salesman:   "Of  course  I  can't  make  you  much  of  an  allowance  on  your  used  dinosaur; 
the  market's  simply  cluttered  up  as  it  is." 


Instinct 

\X/HE,N   a  prehistoric  monster  chased  a  prehistoric  When  a  settler  fled  from  redskins  through  the  forest 

man,  to  his  shack 

He  put  his  prehistoric  legs  to  work  and  to  a  cave  he  He  expected,  every    minute,    sundry    arrows    in    his 

ran;  back; 

But  when  the  terror  moved  away  he  would  grunt  a  When  he'd  reached  his  habitation  and  he'd  plugged 

merry  grunt  em  one  by  one. 

And  go  forth   with  bow  and  arrow  to  continue  with  Back   he'd   go   unto   his  labour  where  he'd  sing  from 

his  hunt.  sun  to  sun. 

When  a  gent  in  Asia  Minor  saw  an  army  down  the  Thus  we  modern   folks   inherited   the  instincts  they 

road  imbued 

He  would  make  a  dash  for  distance  so  he'd  miss  the  And   we   practice    'em    when    autos  chase  us  off  the 

episode;  street,  so  rude; 

^ut   when   the  land   was  free   from   gore   back   he'd  When  we  safely  reach  the  sidewalk,  why,  we  tackle 

come  upon  the  scene  em  again 

d    Resume     his    occupation     in     a    manner    quite  Like   the  settlers  and  the  Asians  and  the  prehistoric 

Ae«^hk,  men.                                                    — John  Coulthard. 
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It's  a  Deuce  of  a  World  for  a  Bachelor  in  the  Month  of  June 
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THE  YARNS  OP  HELL'S  BELLS  O  NEIL 


"HTHE  last  bottle  is  almost 
gone,''  said  "Hell's  Bells" 
O'Neil,  "but  there  is  one 
more  yarn  in  it  and  here  it  is." 
He  took  a  long  swig  and  leaned 
back  in  his  chair. 

"There  is  one  thing  about  the 
Victoria  Cross  that  you  ought  to 
know  before  we  start.  It  is 
jewelry  like  all  the  rest  of  the 
stuff,  but  it  is  good  for  you  as  well 
as  your  grandchildren.  When 
you've  got  it,  the  only  man  who 
can  punish  you  for  your  sins  is  the 
King  himself  and  he's  never  done 
it  yet  because  it's  bad  publicity  to 
punish  a  V.C. 

"Now  this  here  fellow  Smith  was 
a  soldier  first  and  a  pilot  second. 
He  came  to  Stulton  Downs  drome 
from  Bristol  where  he'd  been  sent 
from  some  infantry  unit  that  was 
in  the  real  estate  business  trading 
lots  with  the  Hum  up  Cambrai 
way.        Nobody      knew     anything 

about  Smith  and  he  wouldn't  tell. 
Pretty  soon  he  sees  it's  a  party,  so 

he    enters    into    the    spirit    of    the 

thing,   flies  by  day  and  drinks  by 

night —  keeping 

his  own  counsel 

and  showing  the 

boys  how  to  do 

real       construc- 
tive drinking. 
"About       the 

time  he  came,  a 

lad  crashed  into 

a    barn    and    a 

board     with     a 

nail  in  it  caught 

him  on  the  head 

otherwise         he 

would  never 

have  been  hurt. 

Well,    after    the 

funeral,    the   O. 

C.  decided  that 

the  cadets  would 

wear  crash   hel- 
mets  in     future 

There    were    a- 

bout  a  dozen  of 

the  darn  things 


By  James  Warner  Bellah 
Cadet  Smith,  V.C. 

in  stores.  The  O.  C.  had  them 
dragged  out  for  use  by  the  solo 
cadets. 

"Now  a  crash  helmet  is  a  stupid 
thing  made  of  leather  and  felt, 
that  sits  up  on  your  head  like  a 
haystack.  There  were  no  straps  to 
them,  so  the  boys  ran  their  hand- 
kerchiefs through  the  loops  and 
tied  them  under  their  chins.  And 
there  was  cursing  by  day  and 
night.  First  of  all,  the  damn 
things  sat  so  high  on  the  kaydets* 
heads  that  they  caught  the  back- 
draft  and  knocked  off  about  ten 
miles  an  hour  from  the  speed  of  a 
B  E  2c,  whereas  a  D  H  6  wouldn't 
leave  the  ground  at  all  if  the  pilot 
was  wearing  one — which  was  pro- 
bably a  good  thing  at  that.  Sec- 
ondly, if  you  had  one  on  in  the 
air,  your  head  bobbed  back  and 
forth  until  your  neck  broke  or  you 
choked  to  death. 

"Naturally  the  boys  began  drop- 
ping them  overside — quite  by  acci- 


"Well,  one  day  Smith's  crash  helmet  works  loose  and  ricochets 
overside  from  thirty-five  hundred  feet.'' 


dent  of  course.  Well,  after  the 
fifth  one  was  lost,  the  O.  C.  smelled 
a  putrifying  odour  in  Denmark  and 
posted  a  notice  that  the  next  one 
to  go  would  cost  the  cadet  who  lost 
it  just  exactly  two  quid  ten  and 
sixpence. 

"Now  there  was  a  tricky  ravine 
about  a  mile  from  the  'drome  as 
the  cadet  flies.  All  solo  men  were 
warned  to  avoid  it  by  a  wide  mar- 
gin for  the  bumps  that  grew  above 
it  were  not  nice  to  know.  Also,  if 
you  took  off  over  the  ravine  and 
your  engine  konked  out,  you  landed 
either  on  a  rocky,  pebbly  strip  of 
moor  or  else  in  sloping  swamp  land 
that  was  dotted  with  grass  tufted 
hummocks.  It  was  a  God-given 
airdrome  all  right. 

"Well,  one  day  Smith's  crash 
helmet  works  loose  and  richochets 
overside  from  thirty-five  hundred 
feet,  just  as  he  is  circling  to  pass 
beyond  the  ravine.  From  the  air- 
drome, his  instructor  sees  Smith's 
nose  dip  suddenly  down.  He 
watches  for  a  moment  until  he  is 
sure  that  Smith 
is  going  to  crash 
in  the  ravine, 
crack-up  in  the 
swamp  or  break 
his  face  in  a- 
mong  the  rocks. 
Then,  when 

Smith  has  gone 
down  out  of 
sight,  the  in- 
structor breaks 
out  the  Hungry 
Lizzie,  jumps  up 
beside'  the  dri- 
ver and  starts 
hell-bent  for  the 
crash.  Mean- 
while the  sur- 
geon grins  and 
begins  blowing 
up  air  cushions 
and  cleaning  his 
scalpels. 


C9BLIN 


21 


"The  ambulance  tears  straight 
across  the  'drome  toward  the 
ravine  and  when  it  gets  to  the  edge, 
turns  around  and  ambles  back,  for 
Smith  suddenly  takes  the  air  from 
the  other  side,  zooms  over  the 
trees,  wobbles  through  the  bumps 
and  comes  in  for  a  three  point 
landing. 

"The  instructor  walks  up  to  him 
none  too  politely.  'Where  the  hell 
do  you  get  this  particular  brand 
of  stuff,  landing  all  over  the  lot?' 

"Smith  grins,  'Couldn't  help  it, 
sir!'  he  says. 

"  'Couldn't  help  it?'  yelps  the 
instructor. 

"  'No!'  says  Smith.  'You  see, 
my  crash  helmet  dropped  overside 
so  I  had  to  land  to  get  it.  I  only 
busted  the  wing-skid,  that's  all!' 

'  'You  ulcerated  pup,'  says  the 
instructor.  'You  only  busted  the 
wing-skid,  did  you?  Well,  you'll 
only  be  paraded  to  Squadron  Office 
for  jeopardizing  government  pro- 
perty. That's  the  only  thing 
that'll  happen  to  you.  You'll  get 
C.  B.  for  it  or  I'm  a  staff  officer.' 

"  'You  may  be  a  staff  officer,' 
says  Smith,  gentle-like,  'but  if  you 
think  I'm  going  to  cough  up  two 
pound  ten  and  six  for  a  lost  crash 
helmet  on  my  pay,  you're  two 
staff  officers!' 

"  'So  for  two  pounds  ten  and  six 
you  risk  three  thousand  pounds  of 
Government's  money,  hey?'  yells 
the  instructor. 

"  I  only  busted  the  wing-skid,' 
says  Smith.  'I  might  of  done  more 
if  I'd  had  time,  but  if  I'd  busted 
the  whole  damn  thing,  Govern- 
ment wouldn't  of  felt  nearly  as 
bad  as  I'd  of  felt  if  I'd  had  to 
cough  up  two  pound  ten  and  six 
for  that  crash  helmet!' 

"  'You  tell  that  to  the  Major  in 
the  morning!' 

"Smith  shook  his  head.  Nope,' 
he  says.  'I  gotta  surprise  for  you, 
old-timer.  You  ought  to  be  the 
first  to  know  it.  When  I  was  out 
in  France  war-fightin'  I  got  drunk 
once  and  I  just  found  out  to-day 
what  happened  afterwards.  The 
tailor  is  sewing  up  the  ribbon  now 
and    I'm   off   to   London   in   a   few 


"Look  here,  Mathilda,  this  razor's  as  dull  as  a  hoe!" 
"What  nonsense  you  talk,  Charlie!   Your  beard  can  t  possibly  be  any 
tougher  than  the  linoleum  I  cut  with  it  this  morning." 


days  for  the  rest  of  the  show.  I 
guess  it'll  be  damn  handy  to  have 
the  V.C.  around  this  cadet  camp, 
not  so?  What  bus  will  I  break  the 
wing-skid  off  of  next?' 

"Well,  the  instructor  looks  at 
Smith's  papers  and  grins  sort  of 
sheepish-like.  Then  he  looks  up  at 
Smith  and  behaves  like  a  gentle- 
man should. 

'  'Smith,'  he  says,  'you  have  the 
makings  of  a  fly  pilot.  Get  t'hell 
into  my  own  bus  for  the  rest  of  the 
morning,  but  if  you  break  a 
splinter  111  have  your  heart  on  the 
end  of  a  kitchen  fork!' 

"  'Yes,  sir,'  says  Smith,  'I  won't.' 

"  'In  that  case,'  says  the  in- 
instructor,  'I  will  buy  drinks  to- 
night.' And  he  did.  All  of  which 
goes  to  show  that  even  if  alcohol  is 
a  poison,  who  the  hell  gives  a  damn? 

"Which  reminds  me,"  said 
"Hell  s  Bells,"  "that  the  bottle  is 
empty  and  the  Muse  revs  exactly 
three  hundred.     Switch  off." 

(Word  has  just  been  received  that 
"Hell's  Bells"  O'Neil  has  disap- 
peared and  James  Warner  Bellah 
reports  that  he  cannot  locate  him 
but  will  have  more  news  and  some 


more  stories  from  him  inside  of  a 
month  or  two  or  know  the  reason 
why.  "Hell's  Bells"  was  last  seen 
in  an  elevator  at  the  King  Edward 
Hotel  on  the  twenty-fourth  of  May 
after  attending  a  dinner.  At  that 
time  he  and  the  elevator  man  and 
the  elevator  were  out  of  the  shaft 
completely  and  three  storeys  above 
the  roof  looking  for  an  airport.  We 
hope  they  come  back  without  waiting 
for  the  city  to  establish  one.  P.S. — ■ 
The  elevator  man  leaves  a  wife  and 
two  children,  whereas  "Hell's  Bells" 
leaves  two  wives  and  a  hotel  bill. 
Anyone  contributing  to  same  will  be 
half-witted.) 

His  References 

A  coloured  maid  returned  from 
an  afternoon  off  with  her  broad 
face  wreathed  in  smiles. 

"Well,  Mis'  Cahteh,"  she  an- 
nounced, "Ah's  married!" 

"Congratulations,  Hernia,"  said 
her  mistress.  "Did  you  get  a  good 
man?" 

"Deed  Ah  did,"  was  the  proud 
reply.  "Dat  niggeh  was  so  good 
de  warden  cut  fo'  months  off'n  his 
time." 
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Summer  Night 
]y|R.  McKIBBON    was     reading 
his  paper, 
Mr.  McKibbon  alone  by  the  fire. 
"Won't  you  come  out  on  the  lawn 
for  a  caper?" 
A     man     at     the     window-pane 
paused  to  enquire. 

"There    isn't   much    need   of  a  fire 
to-night,  sir." 
Mr.     McKibbon     kept     reading 
away. 
"The  moon  on  the  grasses  is  just 
such  a  sight,  sir; 
Won't  you  come  out  for  a  minute 
to  play?" 

The  one  at  the  window  in  patience 
awaited; 
McKibbon  was  busy  with  orange 
and  gin. 
"Should  you  come  out  you  would 
be  so  elated." 
Mr.  McKibbon  raised  elbow  and 
chin. 

Rustlingly  settled  him  to   his  per- 
usal. 
"Having,  oh!  such  a  nice  evening 
out  here; 
Don't   go   and   spoil    it   all   by   a 
refusal — 
"Stars  in  the  branches  are  hang- 
ing so  near." 

Mr.   McKibbon   rose   up  from   his 
reading, 
Drank    his    John    Collins    with 
toss  of  his  head, 
Went  to  the  window,  his  whiskers 
preceding, 
Pulled  down  the  blind — and  got 
him  to  bed.      — Ron.  Everson. 

The  Appeal 

He  glanced  at  the  beautiful 
woman  beside  him,  his  look  heavy 
with  anxiety  and  humble  pleading, 
but  she  was  unconscious  of  his 
appeal.  For  long  moments  he 
watched  her,  struggling  with  his 
emotion,  desiring,  yet  afraid,  to 
ask  the  question  that  trembled  on 
his  lips.  At  last  he  spoke,  wist- 
fully, yearningly: 

"Ma,  c'n  I  have  the  little  piece 
of  pie  that  was  left  over  from 
dinner?" 


An  Inspiration 

Doctor:     You  must  exercise  the 
muscles  of  the  neck  continually. 

Patient:     How'd  it  do  to  pedes- 
trian for  a  few  weeks,  Doc? 


"Are  you  going  to  the  T.N.  tea}' 
"No,  but  Dinah  might" 


What  Has  Become  of — 

gUGGY-WHIP  drummers? 

Autos  with  "Florida  or  Bust" 
signs  on  them? 

The  King  of  Italy? 

Honeymooners  bound  for  Nia- 
gara Falls? 

The  rack  that  used  to  hold  the 
shaving  mugs  in  the  barber  shop? 

Prohibition? 

Addison  Simms? 

The  original  Dixieland  Jazz 
Band? 

Dayton,  Tenn.? 

Mah  jongg? 

'Short  Order"  houses? 

"Millionaire"  auto  race  drivers? 

Horse  doctors? 

Lightning-rod  salesmen? 

Bar  fixtures? 

Mandolin  players? 

Gentile  vaudeville  actors? 

The  family  circle? 

— Mont  Hurst. 

*  *        * 

Music 

THERE  is  a  piece  my  neigh- 
bour's daughter  plays  on 
the  piano,  a  touching  little 
thing  that  never  fails  to  fill  me 
with  a  wistful  emotion  when  I  hear 
it.  I  think  of  a  little  cottage  in  the 
country  with  a  neat  white  paling 
fence  enclosing  an  old-fashioned 
garden.  Nearby  is  a  young  birch 
grove,  and  the  dusty  white  road 
in  the  front  goes  down  through 
pleasant  green  fields  to  the  purple 
hills  in  the  distance.  Birdsongs, 
quiet,  peace!  Oh,  that  blessed 
silence!  Far  away  from  that 
damned      piece      my      neighbour's 

daughter  plays  on  the  piano! 

*  *        * 

When  in  Rome,  do  what  Musso- 
lini tells  you  to. 

*  *        * 

A  Father  and  Son  Night 

"Can  you  send  paw  down  to 
help  me  out?"  begged  the  young 
man  over  the    phone. 

"What's  the  matter  with  you?" 
his  mother  asked  in  a  tired  voice, 
"and  where  have  you  been  all 
night?" 

"I'm  in  jail,"  he  confessed. 

"Oh,  you  are?"  she  snapped. 
"Well,  so's  your  old  man." 
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The  Future  of  Aviation  Is  Assured! 

The  opportunity  offered  to  men  of  vision  by  the  automobile,  the 
movies  and   radio  in   their  infancy   is  yours  to-day  in  aviation 

LEARN  TO  FLY  FOR  $150 


FLIGHT  STUDENTS 


Start  Flying  the  Day  You  Arrive.  Best  of  Equipment.  Experienced   Instructors. 

No  Bond  Required.  No  Charge  for  Breakage.  Students  Live  at  the  Flying  Field. 

Take  Government  Tests  at  Our  Flying  Field.  Flying  Ten  Years  Without  Accident. 


Aviation  Mechanical  Training 

planes  and   Motors  in  our  Aviation  Shop  and  Flying  Field. 


Ten    more    young    men    to    train    as    Aviation 
Mechanicians   by  practical  experience  on  Air- 
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CAS.  CO.  STUDENTS  AT  WORK     AIRPLANE  WING  DEPARTMENT 

COMPLETE  MECHANICAL  COURSE    TUITION  FEE  $90.00 

Positively  No  Extras.  SCHOOL   NOW  OPEN.  Classes  Run  Continuously.  Report  Any  Time. 

CANADA'S  MOST  COMPLETE  MODERN  AVIATION  SCHOOL 


Aviation  Mail  Course  for  fans  who  wish  to  understand  Aviation  principles  and  the  Theory  of  Flight. 

Complete  Course,  $5.00 
//  you  are  interested  in  Commercial  Aviation  you  owe  it  to  yourself  to  investigate  C.A.S.  Co. 

Further  information  gladly.     Write — 

CANADIAN  AIR  SERVICES  CO. 


Peterboro,  Ontario 
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Baneful  Errors 


"The  collitch  who  produced  a  packet  of  cigarettes  on  the  campus." 

— Chapparal. 


To  a  Dragon  Fly 

DLEST       sprite        that       flittest 

through  the  air 
Neath    summer    suns,    devoid    of 
care 
And  underwear, 

1  envy  thee,  distracting  |fly. 
Thou    look'st    so    fresh    and    cool, 
while  I 
Can't  though  I  try. 

I  envy  thee;  oh,  would  I  too 
Might     brave,     untrousered,     e'en 
as  you 
The  public  view. 

—  Tiger. 


The  Question 

The  expectant  male  parent  was 
pacing  back  and  forth  in  front  of 
the  room  where  a  new  arrival 
was  expected.  Finally  the  nurse 
appeared  in  the  hall.  Swept  by 
his  anxiety,  the  man  shouted: 

"Tell  me  quick!   Am  I  a  mother 

or  a  father?"  — Dodo. 

*        *        * 

I  RATHER  like  the  lowly  worms; 

They  wear  a  melancholy  air, 
And  always  in  the  grossest  terms 
Complain    the   world's   a    snare. 
And     yet     these     creatures     seem 

imbued 
With  quite  an  appetite  for  food.  1 

-Tiger. 


Conservative 

A  Boston  man  speaking  on  the 
conservatism  of  the  Maine  back- 
woodsman, tells  a  story  of  two 
of  them  who  were  walking  through 
the  woods  one  day  and  came  upon 
the  body  of  a  man  lying  on  the 
bank  of  a  stream.  They  looked 
at  it  carefully  and  decided  that  it 
was  the  body  of  their  friend.  Bill 
Morse.  They  went  to  his  house 
and  knocked  at  the  door.  Bill 
himself  opened  it. 

"Hello,  Bill,"  said  one.  "Say, 
we  come  on  the  dead  body  of  a 
man  over  there;  we  kind  o'  thought 
was  you." 

"Is  that  so?"  asked  Bill.  "What 
did   he   look   like?" 

"He  was  about  your  build," 

"Have  on  a  blue  flannel  shirt?" 

"Yes." 

"Boots?" 

"Yes." 

"Was  they  knee  boots  or  hip 
boots?" 

"Let's  see.  Which  was  they, 
Henry — knee  boots  or  hip  boots? 
Oh,  yes!      They  was  hip  boots." 

"No,"  said  Bill,  '"tw'n't  me." 

—  University  of  Buffalo. 

Wire  to  Father:  "Where  is  the 
money   I   wrote  for  last  week?" 

Answer:  "In  my  inside  vest 
pocket."  — Sniper. 


Official:  "What  does  this  mean}" 
Caller:   You  told  me  to  come  here 
bringing  all  my  papers!" 

-Pele  Mcle,  Paris. 
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The  Big  Four 

—of- 

"The  Nebbs 


» 


Ambrose  Potts,  the  multi-millionaire;  Rudolph  Nebb, 
his  spendthrift  nephew;  Obadiah  Slider,  Rudolph's 
partner;  and  Sylvia  Appleby,  the  erst-while  village  belle 

of  Northville 

READ  THIS  SCREAMINGLY  FUNNY 
COMIC  STRIP  EVERY  MORNING 


in 


Canada's  National  Newspaper 


$5.00  BY  MAIL 
IN  CANADA 


$6.00   DELIVERED 
IN  TORONTO 
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Lovely  Thought 
THE     following  from   an  adver- 
tisement in  an  exchange  must 
be    added    to   our   list   of   favorite 
poems: 

Spring 
Spring  is  truly  here 
After  long  months 
Of  cold  and  heavy  clothes. 

We  now  shake  our  heavy  apparel 
And  step  out  for  long  walks 
Midst   sunny   skies   and   babbling 
brooks. 

The  trees  are  preparing  for  spring 

and  summer, 
And  we  too  must  do  the  same. 

Lent    is    over,    and    many    social 

events 
Are  carefully  being  planned. 
The  question  arises — 

"WHERE  shall  I  rent  a  Tuxedo?" 
Whittington    Dress    Suit    Co. — of 

course! 
Where  styles  are  always  supreme. 

6002  JENKINS  ARCADE 

Phone,  Day:  Grant  2604 

*        *        * 

"That's  enough  out  of  you," 
said  the  doctor,  as  he  sewed  up 
the  patient  who  had  just  under- 
gone an  appendicitis  operation. 

—Log. 


YE  COMPLEATE  SNOBBE  IN  CHICAGO 


"And  so,  as  I  have  been  explaining 
to  you  for  the  last  two  hours,  this  is 
no  time  for  speeches!" 

—Pele  Melc,  Paris. 


Innocent 

At  a  fancy-dress  carnival  there 
was  some  confusion  regarding  the 
character  one  of  the  guests  rep- 
resented. He  was  attired  in  a 
Roman  toga  with  appropriate  et 
ceteras. 

"Pardon  me,"  ventured  an  in- 
quisite  person.  "You're  Titus  An- 
dronicus,  aren't  you?" 

"What?"  bellowed  the  Roman 
indignantly.  "Me?  Why,  man,  I 
haven't  even  discovered  where  the 
bar  is  yet!"  Tit  Bits, 

Page  C.  C.  Pyle 

"Penny   for   your    thoughts?" 
"No.    I  don't  wanta  turn  pro." 
Gargoyle- 


Standing  Room  Only 

Professor:  "This  lecture  is  apt 
to  be  somewhat  embarrassing.  If 
any  men  or  women  care  to  leave 
they  may." 

Student  in  Back  of  Room: 
"Professor,  may  I  invite  some  of 
my    friends?"  — Octopus. 

*        *        * 

A  Poor  Shott 

"I  see  you  have  a  sign  in  your 
store,  'We  aim  to  please,'  '  re- 
marked the  irritated  customer. 

'Certainly,  sir,  that  is  our  mot- 
to," replied  the  proprietor. 

"Well,"  retorted  the  customer, 
"you  ought  to  take  some  time  off 
for  target  practice." 

—  Voo  Doo. 
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CRAZY  PAVEMENTS  By 
Beverley  Nichols.  Publishers, 
George  A.  Dor  an  Company. 
$2.00. 

F  the  mood  for  mad- 
ness is  so  recurrent 
in  certain  segments 
of  London's  high 
social  circles,  then 
"Crazy  Pavements" 
with  its  morally  irresponsible  and 
highly  unconventional  characters 
is  perhaps  as  reportorial  as  it  is 
amusing. 

Beverley  Nichols  draws  a  pic- 
ture in  which  the  prominent  figures 
are  Brian  Elme,  an  impecunious 
writer  of  gossip  paragraphs  for  a 
London  chronicle,  The  Lady's 
Mail;  young  Lady  Julia  Cressey, 
philanderer  de  luxe;  Lady  Hard- 
castle,  an  aging  nymphomaniac; 
Lord  William  Motley,  a  drug 
addict;  and  Maurice  Cheyne,  an 
effete  sycophant.  There  are  minor 
characters  who  are  sketched  in 
with  light,  vivid  sprightliness — 
amusing  and  pathetic. 

One  of  these  is  the  upright  and 
honest  Walter  Moore,  friend  of 
Brian  Elme,  whom  he  helps  rescue 
from  the  depth 3  of  despond  and 
loneliness,  after  Brian  had  been 
lifted  from  the  routine  of  a  hum- 
drum Fleet  Street  existence  to  the 
exotic  heights  of  a  champagne, 
rum,  brandy,  cocktail,  cocaine, 
jazz,  house-party,  merry-go-round 
existence,  only  to  be  dropped  like 
a  hot  potato  when  his  ingenuous 
naivete  ceased  to  startle  as  a  novel 
sensation.  It  must  be  noted  that 
Brian  was  as  handsome  as  a  Greek 


god.  What  I  mean — he  had  a 
something  in  his  impedimenta  in 
addition  to  his  (original)  guileness- 
purity.     Likely,  "It." 

"Crazy  Pavements"  goes  for- 
ward with  pace — there  is  much 
frothy,  amusing,  rapid-fire  dialogue 
and  incident,  but  little  plot  and 
that  with  no  tedious  introspection. 
Distinctly  by  this  book  does  Bev- 
erley Nichols  add  to  a  growing  im- 
pression that  he  possesses  the 
ability  to  interpret  ably  the  clever 
sophistication  of  group  gesture. 

There  is  an  underlying  trickle  of 


Michael  Arlen  whose  new  book., 
"Young  Men  in  Love,"  is  reviewed 
in  this  issue. 


cynicism  and  overtones  of  trench- 
ant observation  that  go  to  make 
the  tale  an  indictment  of  grand 
people  like  lords  and  ladies,  or  at 
least  of  the  gayer  platoons  of  the 
nobility. 

THE  WOMAN  ON  THE  BAL- 
CONY. By  Rose  Cay  lor.  Boni 
&  Liveright,  Publishers.     $2.00. 

IN  Rose  Caylor's  first  novel,  the 
authoress  brings  to  a  study  of 
emotional  clash  a  style  clinical 
and  analytical.  The  three  charac- 
ters in  the  ancient  triangle  are 
pinned,  butterfly  fashion,  upon 
the  board  and  one  forgets  the 
lecturer  in  the  fascination  of  the 
subject.  Through  Rose  Caylor's 
reportorial  style  one  regards  each 
of  the  tragic  characters  with  equal 
sympathy.  There  is  no  villain,  un- 
less it  be  the  spectre  of  the  sins  of 
preceding  generations  which  has 
made  this  situation  possible.  This 
spectre  is  sometimes  known  as 
Human  Nature. 

This  novel  may  perhaps  be  taken 
as  a  study  in  the  illusion  of  beauty 
and  security  which  the  state  of 
ecstasy  brings  with  it,  a  picture  of 
human  beings  under  the  influence 
of  this  illusion,  and  a  representa- 
tion of  the  morass  of  stark  neces- 
sity into  which  those  who  follow  a 
star  too  far  are  apt  to  stumble. 
(Which  is  very  high-hat  writing.) 

Lewis  Klasgen,  the  husband  in 
the  triangle,  is  professedly  a  ration- 
alist, but  his  iconoclastic  mind  is 
unable  to  cope  with  the  emotional 
situation  created  by  his  love  affair. 
We  see    him  growing  less  and  less 
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the  philosopher  and  correspond- 
ingly more  the  lover.  Elizabeth 
Brandt,  his  sweetheart,  caught 
suddenly  in  the  grip  of  this  im- 
possible passion,  develops  under 
Klasgen's  influence,  takes  from 
him  much  that  is  valuable  and 
finally  appears  as  the  greater  in 
stature.  In  the  end  it  is  Elizabeth, 
formerly  the  disciple,  who  becomes 
mistress  of  the  situation.  It  is  she 
who  makes  the  final  decision. 
Margaret,  Klasgen's  wife,  is  en- 
tirely an  emotionalist.  Her  one 
desire  in  life  is  Klasgen,  and  the 
tenacity  with  which  she  adheres  to 
this  purpose,  her  abandonment  of 
all  other  things  which  women  hold 
worthy,  is  a  tremendous  thing. 
She  knew  what  she  wanted.  In 
the  end  the  victory  is  hers,  but  at 
the  cost  of  terrible  compromise. 

The  moralists  may  draw  from 
"The  Woman  on  the  Balcony"  a 
lesson  of  the  disastrous  conse- 
quences of  love  which  is  unpro- 
gressive,  which  has  no  hope  of 
ultimate  efflorescence.  Certainly 
there  is  little  room  for  condemna- 
tion of  the  characters,  so  thorough 
and  accurate  is  Miss  Caylor's  re- 
porting. What  we  understand  we 
find  it  difficult  to  condemn.  There 
is  one  point  in  this  novel  which 
may  be  open  to  criticism.  The  in- 
fluence of  their  child  upon  the 
Klasgen's  relationship  to  each 
other  is  almost  entirely  ignored. 
Surely  the  child  must  have  been  a 
factor  worthy  of  consideration  in 
this  emotional  drama. 

YOUNG  MEN  IN  LOVE.  By 
Michael  Arlen.  George  Doran 
Co.    $2.50. 

OW  the  rumour  is 
that  the  critics  got 
him — Michael  Arlen, 
that  is — and  certain- 
ly no  one  capable  of 
writing  so  intensely  about  beauti- 
ful and  intriguing  ladies  could 
escape  some  hurt  from  the  lam- 
pooning Mr.  Kuyumjiam  received 
from  the  reviewers,  particularly  on 
this  side  of  the  waters.  It  is  re- 
lated   that    to   Miss    Edna    Ferber 


who  said  to  him,  "Why,  Mr.  Arlen, 
you  look  almost  like  a  woman," 
he  replied,  "Thank  you,  Miss 
Ferber,     and     so    do    you."  If 

"Young  Men  in  Love"  is  to  be 
regarded  as  a  reply  to  his  critics, 
it  is  less  deft.  It  struggles.  They 
made  fun  of  the  Mediterranean 
metaphors  with  which  he  described 
blue  eyes,   and  in   his  latest  book 
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he  says,  "Her  eyes  were  as  blue  as 
.  .  .  as  .  .  .  as  blue  eyes,"  and 
again  on  the  same  page,  "Her  eyes 
were  as  blue  as  fountain  pen  ink." 
Again,  his  central  character,  Savile, 
the  writer,  speaks  rather  wistfully 
about  his  earlier  novels  that  sold 
well  and  his  later  "better"  novels 
which  did  not  sell  well. 

Arlen  battles  the  critics  half  way 
through  "Young  Men  in  Love," 
and  nothing  of  consequence  hap- 
pens until  he  becomes  interested 
in  the  love  affair  of  Saville  and 
Venetia.  Then  there  is  sweep  of 
action,  suspense,  plausible  and 
effective  writing.  This  episode — 
though  to  this  unsophisticated 
reviewer  the  final  outcome  was  a 
little  mysterious — is  the  saving 
grace  of  "Young  Men  in  Love." 

There  are,  of  course,  the  typical 
Arlenesque  characterizations,  and 
they  are  quite  up  to  the  mark.  For 
example:  "Marjorie  was  a  lady. 
She  spent  her  life  in  pretending  to 
feel  things  she  did  not  feel  and  not 
to  feel  things  she  did  feel."  Raph- 
ael Sass,  "who  always  tried  hard 
to  allow  a  decent  interval  to  elapse 


between  entering  a  room  and  be- 
ginning to  talk  about  himself." 
Freddy  Messenger — "So  logical 
he'd  make  a  cat  give  up  washing 
out  of  sheer  hopelessness." 

"Young  Men  in  Love"  will  be 
popular,  but  will  add  little  to  the 
Arlen  reputation.  It  is  a  novel  in 
several  modes.  It  does  not  "hang 
together."  It  is  bound  nicely  and 
printed  on  sepia-toned  paper,  very 
restful   to   the  eyes. 

SONG  OF  LIFE.  By  Fannie 
Hurst.  Alfred  A.  Knopf.  $2.50. 
JWINE  of  Fannie  Hurst's  short 
stories  in  one  volume  consti- 
tute a  dose  that  will  probably 
prove  too  much  for  all  but  the 
most  confirmed  Hurst  addicts. 
The  woman  has  a  nervous,  arti- 
ficial style  that  becomes  irritating 
in  the  extreme  after  the  novelty 
has  worn  off,  and  while  in  some  of 
these  tales  the  Hurst  style  is  seen 
at  its  best,  in  others  it  descends  to 
a  depth  of  monotony  that  marks  it 
as  nothing  more  nor  less  than 
plain  bad  writing.  It  is  in  her 
material  that  Fannie  Hurst  shows 
her  heels  to  nine-tenths  of  the 
magazine  short-story  writers.  She 
deals  in  a  wide  range  of  humanities; 
she  is  a  realist  of  very  high  sympa- 
thies; her  detail  is  impeccable.  If 
you  like  good  writing  you  will  find 
it  hard  sledding  to  get  through 
several  of  these  stories,  notably 
"Forty-Five,"  but  somehow  they 
leave  impressions.  Of  the  nine, 
"The  Brinkerhoff  Brothers"  is  by 
all  odds  the  finest. 

ONE      CRYSTAL       AND       A 
MOTHER.     By    Ellen    DuPois 
Taylor.       The    Musson     Book 
Company,  Toronto.     $2.00. 
/~\NE  of  those  very  modern  first 
novels.      Ellen  DuPois  Taylor 
has    written    some    striking    short 
stories     that     have     brought     her 
serious   critical   attention   of   late, 
but  there  is  little  in  this  chaotic, 
neurotic  book  to  advance  her  posi- 
tion.     It  comes  with  the  imprim- 
atur of  Ford  Madox  Ford,  who  has 
probably     shouted  hosannahs    for 
(Continued  on  page  32) 
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DISC     RELEASES 


LfTV  LFORE  many  moons 
[I  W  1  this  department 
'J  ^^  hopes  to  publish  a 
'M  W  M  list  of  the  records, 
^SSS^j  released  since  its  in- 
ception, which  have 
been  in  our  estimation  really 
outstanding,  and  this  month's 
selections  will  furnish  a  respectable 
number.  Outstanding  among  them 
will  be  Columbia's  Moran  and 
Mack  sketch,  "Two  Black  Crows." 
Comic  records  as  a  rule  are  just 
so-so,  and  a  desire  to  hear  a  comic 
record  more  than  once  is  rare, 
but  the  lazy  cadences  of  Mr. 
Moran's  voice  would  make  this 
record  a  success  with  one  who 
didn't  understand  English. 

Another  outstanding  disc  is 
Harry  Richman  singing  "It  All 
Depends  on  You"  (Brunswick). 
Richman  sounds  a  little  like  Al 
Jolson  but  records  better.  His 
"What  Does  It  Matter?"  on  the 
other  side  is  also  good. 

The  A.  &  B.  Battery  Boys  sing 
"Just  Wondering"  and  "Honolulu 
Moon"  for  Apex,  and  your  neigh- 
bour in  the  cottage  on  the  next 
island  is  sure  to  have  it  this 
summer. 

Paul  Whiteman  and  his  orches- 
tra play  "Song  of  the  Wanderer" 
for  Victor  and  produce  a  fox  trot 
which  has  perhaps  more  concert 
than  ballroom  qualities.  It  is 
pleasant  to  listen  to  but  it  is 
several  months  since  Whiteman 
has  produced  anything  to  compare 
with  his  "Birth  of  the  Blues." 
He  makes  "So  Blue"  on  the  reverse 
side  an  honest-to-goodness  waltz 
which  is  one  of  the  best. 

Now,  all  you  boys  and  girls 
who  have  been  waiting  for  us  to 
get  down  to  the  really  serious 
business  of  torrid  syncopation, 
choose  your  partners.  The  most 
perfect  combination  of  heat  and 
melody  which  we  have  heard  for 
six  months  is  the  Savannah  Syn- 
copaters'  method  of  rolling  through 
"Some  Day  Sweetheart."  It  is 
the  meanest,   lowest   down,   eagle- 


rockin'  mixture  of  blue  melody 
and  syncopation.  Just  when  you 
are  carried  along  on  a  bass  saxa- 
phone  melody,  somebody  goes  wild 
with  a  trombone  persuasively 
enough  to  make  President  Coolidge 
do  a  Black  Bottom.  Nevertheless 
the  effect  is  never  ugly  or  cacaph- 
onous.  They  also  play  "Wa  Wa 
Wa,"  which  is  just  like  it  sounds. 

Lew  Gold  has  two  good  fox 
trots  for  Apex,  "San-N-Blue"  and 
"Ain't  She  Sweet?"  The  former 
is  the  better,  due  largely  to  Scrappy 
Lambert  excelling  himself  in  the 
vocal   interlude. 

Ted  Lewis  fans  will  find  "Wand- 
ering in  Dreamland"  and  "Lily" 
(Columbia)  this  month.  Both 
these  songs  are  hits  from  "Rufus 
Le  Maire's  Affairs."  Both  are  in 
the  usual  Lewis  manner  and  are 
up  to  the  standard  of  the  "Tragic 
Comedian." 

To  this  aged  reviewer  the  Stomp 
with  its  hectic  pace  has  no 
attraction,  but  for  those  who  care 
for  such  things  there  is  "My 
Pretty  Girl"  played  by  Jean  Gold- 
kette  and  his  orchestra  (Victor) 
and  for  those  who  still  prefer 
their  dance  time  normal  Goldkette 
plays  "Cover  Me  up  with  Sun- 
shine," which  is  good. 

One  of  the  best  is  "I'm  In  Love 
Again,"  by  Ben  Bernie  and  his 
Hotel  Roosevelt  orchestra  (Bruns- 


Popular  Song  Illustrated:  "It  All 
Depends  on  You." 


wick).  In  this  record  Bernie  com- 
bines almost  all  the  successful 
techniques  of  dance  music,  ranging 
from  light  obvious  melody  to 
low  down  blues.  It  is  as  near  a 
perfect  dance  record  as  you  could 
get. 

"A  Lane  in  Spain"  and  "I'll 
Just  Go  Along,"  Vincent  Lopez 
(Brunswick),  are  also  good  fox 
trots.  Apex  feature  another  fox 
trot  which  rates  high  in"That's 
My  Hap-hap-happiness,"  played 
by  the  Newport  Society  Orchestra. 
It  is  a  nice  record,  not  too  rough. 
Just  the  kind  you'd  like  to  take 
home  to  the  folks. 

In  the  vocals,  John  Charles 
Thomas,  the  possessor  of  a  rich 
satisfying  baritone,  sings  Kipling's 
"Mother  o'  Mine"  with  effective 
and  not  overdone  dramatic  tech- 
nique. His  version  of  "Smilin' 
Through"  is  as  acceptable  as 
anyone  could  make  this  too  sacch- 
arine number. 

The  Happiness  Boys  (Apex) 
proclaim  the  fact  that  they  "Never 
Seen  a  Straight  Banana,"  which 
you  may  enjoy  hearing  twice. 
Not  more,  or  you  are  off  our  calling 
list.  On  the  other  side  of  this 
disc  Irving  Kauffman  renders 
"Take  in  the  Sun,  Hang  Out  the 
Moon,"  in  routine  fashion.  The 
Happiness  Boys  also  sing  "Bridget 
O'Flynn"  on  the  record  on  which 
Arthur  Fields  renders  "Get  Away, 
Old  Man,  Get  Away."  So  far  we 
have  broken  no  apartment  house 
rules  playing  either  of  them  after 
I  I   o'clock. 

Our  excursion  into  higher  criti- 
cism last  month  brought  us  only 
one  classical  record  this  time. 
It  is  Fritz  Kreisler  playing  "Dance 
of  the  Maidens"  and  "Blue  Skies." 
In  the  former  he  adds  another 
beautiful  record  to  our  list  and 
in  the  latter  he  lifts  a  popular 
piece  far  out  of  the  commonplace. 

Our  objection  to  xylophones  has 
been  their  inevitable  association 
with  vaudeville  houses  where  a 
{Continued  on  page  32) 
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§b  near  the  Ocean  it's  called 

TlhelBreaktrs 

2)0  modern  in  equipment  and 
well  conducted  it  is  known  as 
one  of  the  World's  finest  Hotels 


to 
plan  a  Sojourn  by  the  Sea  and  visit 

Breakers 


ATLANTIC  CITY 


JOEL  HILLMAN 
Vretident 


NEW  JERSEY 


JULIAN  HILLMAN 
"Mice  President  ^Manager 


ESTABLISHED    42   YEARS 

Quality  Still  Unequalled 

BURGER'S 
CANDIES 

Uptown  Store,  778  Yonge  St 
Downtown  Store,  92  Yonge  St 

Mail  Orders  and  City 
Deliveries,  Main  2908 


BOVRIL 

Makes 

Delicious 

Sandwiches 

Very  Nourishing  Too 


Nobody 

Corrective  Old  Gentleman:  My 
little  man,  you  mustn't  say,  "I 
ain't  goin."  You  must  say,  "I  am 
not  going.  He  is  not  going. 
They  are  not  going." 

Little   Johnny:      Ain't      nobody 


goin 


':> 


—Stone  Mill. 

* 


First  Sailor  (on  raft):  There's  a 
shark  following  us. 

Third  Sailor:  Maybe  he's  hun- 
gry. Throw  him  that  deck  of 
cards. 

Second   Ditto:  Heck,   that  ain't 

no  card  shark.  — Whirlwind. 

*  *        * 

Knicker:  What  is  the  poet's 
trouble  in  his  literary  work?  Not  a 
brain  cell  working? 

Bocker:   No,   not   a   brain   work 

selling. — Sewanee    Mountain   Goat. 

*        *        * 

Marshall  (on  phone):  "Yes,  this 
is  the  fire  department.  Do  you 
want  to  report  a  fire?" 

New  Bride:  Oh,  no.  I  just 
want  to  order  coal  and  wood  for 
the    winter."  —Phoenix. 

Accurate 

Attorney:  "And  where  did  you 
see  him  milking  the  cow?" 

Witness:  "A  little  past  the 
center."  — Witt. 

One  with  Cigarette:  Dick  went 
on  another  wet  party  last  night. 
One  Without:  Well,  do  we  have 

to  bail  him  out  again?        — Sniper. 

*  *        * 

A  sultan  at   odds  with    his  harem 

Thought  of  a  way  he  could  scare 

'em; 

He  caught  him  a  mouse 

Which  he  freed  in  the  house, 

Thus     starting     the     first      harem 

scarem.  — Bear  Si\in 

*  *        * 

The  young  woman  had  just 
returned  to  her  rural  home  from 
several  years  in  the  big  city.  She 
was  exhibiting  the  contents  of  her 
trunk,  to  the  admiration  and 
amazement  of  her  mother,  who 
had  bought  her  clothes  for  forty 
years  at  the  general  store. 

"And  these,"  said  the  daughter, 
holding  up  a  delicate  silken  gar- 
ment, "are  teddies." 

"Teddy's?  You  don't  say. 
Young  men  are  certainly  different 
from  what  they  used  to  be." 

— Judge. 


Goblin 


?1 


Roaming 

TAKE     me     down     to     Argentina 
Or  Cologne,  where  sweet  Katrina 
Draws  the  lager,  not  a  dagger  as  a  jealous  Carmen 
would; 
Or  to  dusky  Fiji   Islands, 
Mozambique  or  Scottish  highlands 

Where    they're    thrifty,    never    shifty,    and    their 
liquor's  mighty  good. 

Oh,  I  pine  for  Andalusia 

Where  the  damsels  ne'er  refuse  you 

Osculations,  invitations  to  necking  party  nice. 
I   would  sail  away   to   Iceland 
For  I  think  it  is  a  nice  land, 

Though  you're  frigid,  frozen  rigid,  and  your  drinking 
water's  ice. 

I  would  fain  be  in  Guiana 
Where  they  never  dye  with  henna 

And  for  clothing  have  a  loathing  which  they  never 
seem  to  lose. 
In  Tierra  del  Fuego 
I  would  like  to  watch  the  day  go 

While   reposing,    maybe    dozing    there    amidst    the 
evening  hues. 

Yes,  I'm  simply  wild  to  travel, 
Keep  my  feet  upon  the  gravel, 

Always,  hiking,  like  a  viking,  to  a  far,  mysterious 
land; 
But,  my  friend,  the  costs  prohibit 
So  I  must,  perforce,  inhibit, 

Though  to  write  of,  or  indite  of,  ne'er  requires  some 
cash  in  hand.  —John  Coulthard. 

♦  4s  # 

Listen,  Children! 

(Letters  which  might  be — and  may  yet  be — written  by 
Radical  Members.) 

JJEAR  CHILDREN:  To-day  I  am  going  to  tell 
you  all  about  the  Eskimos.  The  Eskimos  are 
an  intelligent  and  idealistic  race,  but  as  yet  not 
fully  class-conscious.  They  live  in  huts  made  of  ice 
up  in  the  Arctic  regions.  They  had  to  go  there  to 
escape  the  clutches  of  the  Big  Interests.  Many  years 
ago  they  gave  up  growing  wheat  because  our  Govern- 
ment allowed  so  much  snow  to  accumulate  in  their 
country,  while,  at  the  dictation  of  St.  James  Street, 
it  was  spending  untold  millions  in  building  armouries 
and  post  offices  elsewhere.  The  little  Eskimos  eat 
blubber  every  day  and  that  isn't  very  nice,  you  know. 
That  is  because  our  Government  maintains  a  pro- 
hibitive tariff  on  toasted  corn  flakes.  Then  our 
Government  located  the  Tariff  Commission  away 
down  in  Ottawa,  so  far  away  that  the  poor  Eskimos 
couldn't  come  to  protest  without  neglecting  their 
business,  which  an  Eskimo  will  never  do.  This  made 
the  Eskimos  very  mad,  but  our  Government  is  Imper- 
ialistic and  I  guess  it  don't  care.  Wouldn't  it  be  nice 
for  each  one  of  you  children  to  write  a  nice,  snappy 
letter  of  protest  to  the  Premier  of  Canada.  His  name 
is  Hugh  Lyon  Bourassa  and  he  lives  in  Blind  River. 

Signed,  etc., 

W.  A.  R. 


//  aboard 


T^OUR  weeks  of  thrilling  adventure 
...  broncho  riding  in  Wyoming 
.  .  .  •  moonlight  dancing  at  the  Can- 
yon Hotel  overlooking  the  Falls  of 
Yellowstone  .  .  .  sight-seeing  in  the 
Rockies  and  Canada  .  .  .  golf  and 
swimming  in  California  .  .  .  touring 
the  five  great  National  Parks  .  .  . 
across  the  line  into  Canada,  into 
historic    Old   Mexico  and  Tia   Juana. 

This  is  all  happening  on  the  four 
weeks'  College  Humor  circular  tour  of 
the  glorious  West.  There  will  he  a 
special  train.  You  will  be  with  your 
own  crowd,  dancing,  playing  bridge, 
seeing  the  sights  from  the  Traveling 
University  Club  Special. 

It  will  be  tin-  finest  train  available — 
all  conveniences  tic  luxe.  All  arrange- 
ments are  made  for  you  .  .  .  best 
hotels  .  .  .  best  food  obtainable  .  .  . 
side  automobile  trips  .  .  .  you  pax 
one  lump  sum  and  save  more  than 
$200.  Rates  from  Chicago  are  $155, 
with  compartment  accommodations 
at  $560. 

\  Traveling  University  Club  com- 
posed of  a  hundred  ga\  collegians  like 
yourself!  Write  College  Humor, 
Chicago,   for  complete  details. 


(MtgeHumOr 

Write  today  for  the  complete  Travel  Booklet. 
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"At  Sundown" 

Here's  a  close-up  of  a  sweet  young 
young  thing  looking  into  her  future. 
The  future  isn't  far  away.  In  fact 
it's  this  evening — "At  Sundown." 
You'll  enjoy  "At  Sundown"  too, 
especially  as  it  is  played  by  those 
two  wizards  of  the  piano,  Ohman 
and  Arden,  with  their  orchestra. 

"AT  SUNDOWN" 
"South  Wind" 

Fox  Trots.  Phil  Ohman  and  Vic- 
tor Arden  with  their  orchestra.     3481 

"CLOSE  TO  YOUR  HEART" 
"Hoosier  Sweetheart" 

Fox  Trots  with  Vocal  Chorus. 
Ben  Selvin  and  his  orchestra.         3540 

"I'M  IN  LOVE  AGAIN" 
"Following  You  Around" 

Fox  Trots  and  Vocal  Duet.  Ben 
Bernie  and  his  Hotel  Roosevelt 
Orchestra.  3496 

"UNDERNEATH  THE  WEEPING 

WILLOW" 

"Pm  Looking  for  a  Girl  Named 

Mary" 

Sung  by  Nick  Lucas.  "The  Croon- 
ing Troubadour."  3466 

These  are  but  a  few  of  the  many 
new  Brunswick  hits. 

ASK  YOUR  BRUNSWICK  DEALER  TO-DAY! 

YOU  GET  MORE  MUSIC,  FINER  TONE 
ON   "LIGHT-RAY  RECORDS" 

RECORDS,  RECORD  PLAYING  INSTRUMENTS 


Records  (Cont'd  from  page  29) 
xylophone  solo  is  usually  a 
greater  exhibition  of  athletics  than 
melody.  Hearing  Sam  Herman 
playing  "Mighty  Lak'  a  Rose"  and 
"Al  Fresco"  (Victor)  on  a  talking 
machine,  one  is  suddenly  aware 
of  the  fact  that  the  xylophone  is  a 
musical  instrument  and  that  well 
played  can  be  a  thing  of  beauty. 

There  are  two  organ  solos  this 
month.  Columbia  has  "What 
Does  It  Matter"  and  "Put  Your 
Arms  Where  They  Belong,"  played 
by  Harold  L.  Rieder.  Apex  has 
"Blue  Skies"  and  "I'm  Looking 
for  a  Girl  Named  Mary,"  played  by 
Edmund  Cromwell.  Honest,  you'd 
think  you  was  in  a  movie    theatre! 

In  a  group  of  six  waltzes, 
Columbia,  Brunswick  and  Victor 
are  represented.  Columbia  has 
"Destiny"  played  by  Cole  McEl- 
roy's  Spanish  Ballroom  Band  who 
also  render  "My  Co-ed."  "Des- 
tiny" is  excellent,  "My  Co-ed"  is 
only  fair.  Victor  has  "Hawaiian 
Dreams"  and  "Honolulu  Moon," 
played  by  the  Hilo  Hawaiian 
Orchestra.  Both  are  very  sweet 
and  perhaps  better  to  listen  to 
than  dance  to.  Brunswick  has 
"That  Saxaphone  Waltz"  and 
"Consolation"  played  by  the  Re- 
gent   Club    Orchestra,    neither    of 

which  are  above  the  commonplace. 

*      *      * 

Books  (Cont'd  from  page  28) 
more  jitney  geniuses  than  any 
other  man  living,  but  the  average 
reader's  reaction  on  finishing  the 
story  will  be  a  strong  conviction 
that  Ford  must  be  a  very  smart 
man  to  have  discovered  what  it  was 
all  about.  And  that,  of  course, 
may  have  been  his  objective.  "One 
Crystal  and  a  Mother"  is  a  news- 
paper story  in  the  first  person  and 
revolves  about  a  notorious  girl 
whose  love  affairs  are  constantly 
making  the  front  pages.  She  ap- 
pears in  but  one  scene  of  the  book 
but  the  effect  quite  fails  to  come 
off:  she  remains  obscure,  unreal, 
unconvincing,  instead  of  the  sha- 
dowy, mysterious  creature  of  the 
writer's  intention.  There  is  no 
plot,  simply  a  series  of  inconclusive 
episodes,  and,  failing  a  plot,  there 
is  no  story;  consequently  there  is 
no  novel.  Like  most  of  the  ultra- 
modern masterpieces  it  averages 
about  nineteen  metaphors  to  the 
page.  Clever  in  places  but,  in  the 
main,  very  dreary. 


Truly 
a  Work  of  Art 

For  Connoisseurs 
to  Judge 


A  living,  pulsing,  deep,  full-toned 
mellowness,  which  hitherto  has 
been  but  a  dream  to  lovers  of 
music  who  felt  that  never  could 
reproducing  instruments  bring  to 
their  ears  the  music  of  their  mas- 
ters in  all  its  original  beauty,  is 
found  at  last  in  the 

The  Apex 
Electrophonic 

This  Phonograph  reproduces  the 
talents  and  marvellous  artistry  of 
the  renowned  musicians,  with  such 
amazing  clarity  of  tone  and  color 
that  one  feels  at  all  times  that  the 
musician  is  but  out  of  sight  nearby. 

Hear  it  and  make  your  dreams  come 
true 

Models  priced  from  $115.00 
to  $385.00 

The  SUN  RECORD  CO. 

TORONTO 

DEALERS  EVERYWHERE 
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"My  husband  comes  home  cock- 
eyed every  night." 
"Drunkard,  hey?" 
"No,  he's  only  an  understudy  to 

Ben   Turpin."  — Scream. 

*  *        * 

Really,  Mrs.  Shovelhead,  your 
argument  with  your  husband  last 
night  was  most  amusing." 

"Wasn't  it,  though?  And  do  you 
know,  when  he  threw  that  axe  at  me 

I  thought  I'd  split."         — Juggler. 

*  *        * 

Gardner:  "Hey,  we  don't  allow 
any  swimming  here." 

Beautiful  Young  Thing  (indig- 
nant at  being  discovered):  "Why 
didn't  you  tell  me  before  I  un- 
dressed?" 

"Wal,  there  ain't  no  law  against 

that,  miss."  — Yellow  Jacket. 

*  *       * 

Customer:  "The  horn  on  this 
car  is  broken." 

Salesman:  "No  it's  not;  it  is 
just  indifferent." 

Customer:  "What  do  you  mean? 

Salesman:  "Why,  it  just  doesn't 
give  a  hoot."  — Log. 

"Will    you    marry    me    in    spite 
of  my  trouble?" 
"What  is  it?" 
"Falling  hair." 
"You     darling    boy!       To     how 

much?"  — Chaparral. 

*  *        * 

"Does  this  skirt  make  me,  look 
shorter?" 

"Yes,  but  it  makes  me  look 
longer."  — Belle    Hop. 


"Eight  francs  for  those  Camem- 
berts?  Don't  you  give  special  terms 
to  colleagues?" 

"Are  you  a  cheese-merchant?" 

"No.     A  thief!" 

— Pele  Mete,  Paris. 


Taieyton 

^  LondonCigarettes^ 

A  "There's  something  £ 
^     about  them       * 
^    youll  like" 

20  fr  55? 


For  your  Pipe 


PVt    Herbert     . 

Tafeyton 

LOMDOK 

SMOKING  MIXTURE 


[Air  Sickness 

— nausea,  dizziness  and  faintness 
caused  by  all  forms  of  Travel  Mo- 
tion. Sea,  Train,  Auto,  Car  or  Air 
Travel  Sickness  yields  promptly  to 
Mothersill's.  36 

75c.  &  $i._so  at  Drug  Stores  or  direct 
The-    Mothersill   Remedy  Co.,    Ltd. 
New  York  ^■■i^^.  Montreal 

Paris  v)<Ta  n^^k.  London 


If  Your  Hobby  is 
FISHING  -Qetthis) 

II  your  hobby  is  hshing,  you'll  do    w-%  »        / 

wellto8endforihi8newbook"Fish     r\/\/\h     I 


ing — What  Tackle  and  When 

Contains  120  pages  oi  hints  and 
suggestions.    Instructs  in  bait-casting,  fly 
rod  and  other  fishing  methods. 

Improve  your  knowledge  oi  tackle  — 
what  kind  and  when  to  use.  Send  for 
the  booh  today  —  Free .' 

SOUTH  BEND  BAIT  COMPANY 

M/r*.  of  Ih*  Mott  CompUU  [Ant  of  TackU 

585  High  St.    South  Bend,  Ind. 

soutiSend 

cFishingcTackleof(illkin^rf^ods!Re€kLines!Buib 


What  Made  His 
Hair  Grow? 

Read  His  Letter  for  the  Answer 


"Two  years  ago 
I  was  bald  all  over 
the  top  of  my  head. 

"I  felt  ashamed 

for  people  to  see  my 
head.  I  tried  differ- 
ent preparations, 
but  they  did  no 
good.  I  remained 
bald,  until  I  used 
Kotalko. 

"New  hair  came 
almost  immediat- 
ely and  kept  on 
growing.  In  a  short 
time  I  had  a  splen- 
did head  of  hair, 
which  has  been  per- 
fect ever  since — 
and  no  return  of 
the  baldness." 
This  verified  statement  ia  by  Mr.  H.  A.  Wild.  He 
Is  but  one  of  the  big  legion  of  users  of  Kotalko  who 
voluntarily  attest  it  has  stopped  falling  hair,  elimin- 
ated dandruff  or  aided  new.  luxuriant  hnir  growth. 
KOTALKO  is  sold  by  busy  druggists  everywhere. 

FREE  Trial  Box 

To  prove  the  efficacy  of  Kotalko,  for  men's. 

women's  and  children's  hair,  the  producers  are 
giving  Proof  Poxes.    Use  coupon  or  write,  to 

KOTAL  CO.,  *  653  •  Ctation  L,  New  York 

Please  send  mo   FE-E  Proof  Box  of    KOTALKO 


Kamo. . . 
Address 
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Choose  a  Canadian   National  Vacation  This  Year 

Shining  Sands 
and  Woodland  Noo^s 
Abound  in 

CANADA'S 
Provinces 
by  the  Sea 

COME  to  Nova 
Scotia  or  Prince 
=  Edward  Island 
where  snugly-shelt- 
ered beaches  tempt 
you  to  a  joyous 
plunge.  Bask  on  sun- 
kissed  velvet  sands. 
Sail,  fish,  inhale  the 
health  of  salt  sea 
breezes.  Or  choose 
the  deep,  cool  forests 
of  New  Brunswick. 


You  can  have  the 
very  vacation  you 
wish  in  theMaritimes. 
Golf  and  tennis  at 
many  resorts.  Fresh 
and  salt-water  fishing 
are  notable  features 
of  a  varied  and  fascin- 
ating programme. 

Pictou  Lodge,  Pictou, 
N.S.,  $6.50  per  day, 
American  plan.  Open 
June  25th  to  Sept. 
12th.  Owned  and 
operated  by  Canadian 
National  Railways. 


For  detailed  inform- 
ation in  regard  to 
Canada's  Provinces 
by  the  Sea,  low 
tourist  fares  and 
descriptive  folder, 
apply  to  your  nearest 
Canadian  National 
agent. 


Ranadian  National 

cThc  Largeft  "Railway  Syiicm  in  America 


Three  Lovely  Poems 

By  Three  Different  Poets 

To  a  Critical  Young  Lady 

pAIR  damosel,  you  criticise  my  meter 

And  cast  aspersions  on  my  scheme  of  rhyme. 
What  boots  it  if  my  verse  is  sweet  or 

Most  horribly  lacking  in  a  genuine  sense  of  time? 

What  difference  if  I  drop  an  extra  syllable 

Or  rhyme  words  that  don't  match? 
I  never  was  especially  amenable 

To  orthodoxy.     My  number  of  feet  I  scarcely  ever 
watch. 

I  'm  sorry  that  I  've  caused  you  panics, 

Using  constructions  to  which  you  object. 

I  haven't  the  time  to  waste  on  dull  mechanics 
Because  I  just  get  carried  away  with  my  subject. 

I  respect  to  some  extent  your  discrimination. 

I  like  your  hair  although  you  may  not  know  it. 
But  shudder  at  your  defamation. 

I'm  a  horribly  sensitive  poet. 

— Park.e  Cummings. 

♦  ♦  ♦ 

The  Modernist 
I  DOTE  on  scultured  faces 
Of  all  the  Negroid  races, 
I'm  simply  dippy  over  Gertrude  Stein, 
I  am  very,  very  fond 
Of  the  work  of  Ezra  Pound, 
And  I  think  that  T.  S.  Elliot  is  divine. 

Chorus: 
Oh,  I'm  crazy  over  art,  over  art,  modern  art; 
You  can't  keep  us  apart,  me  and  art,  me  and  art. 
I  know  by  heart  and  quote 
Each  modern  book  of  note, 
Oh,  I'm  crazy,  simply  crazy,  over  art. 

I  think  significant  form 

And  divergence  from  the  norm 

Are  essential  if  your  work  would  have  a  kick, 

And  if  you  have  a  leaning 

You  can  find  the  hidden  meaning 

In  an  ordinary  object,  say  a  brick. 

Chorus: 
Oh,  I'm  crazy  over  art,  over  art,  modern  art, 
You  can't  keep  us  apart,  me  and  art,  me  and  art. 
And  although  I  sometimes  doubt 
That  I  know  what  it's  about, 
Still  I'm  crazy,  simply  crazy  over  art,  arc,  art, 
Oh,  I'm  crazy,  simply  crazy,  over  art! 

— L.  B.  Lawson. 

#        *        * 

Well!  Well! 

Little  Willie,  tired  of  play, 

Pushed  sister  in  the  well  one  day. 

Said  mother,  as  she  drew  the  water, 

"Indeed,  it's  hard  to  raise  a  daughter." 

— Guess  Who. 
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WTiy  no*  enjoy  one  o/  fnese 

PERSONALLY 

CONDUCTED  TOURS? 

Specially  conducted  all-expense  tours  leave 
Toronto  June  15th,  June  30th,  July  7th, 
July  11th  and  every  Monday  and  Thursday 
throughout  July  and  August.  The  best  res- 
ervations can  be  made  NOW  by  applying  to 
the  addresses  below. 


Famous  Shrine 
of  Bounteous  Blessings/ 

Almost  three  centuries  have  passed  since  a  little 
band  of  shipwrecked  Breton  sailormen  founded 
the  world-famed  Shrine  of  Ste.  Anne  de  Beaupre. 
The  Shrine  abounds  with  precious  gifts,  symbolic 
of  the  thankfulness  and  devotion  of  thousands 
of  pilgrims  —  one  of  the  most  interesting  sights 
of  the  famous  lake  and  river  cruise — 

Niagara  -  t©  -  the  -  Sea 

You  see  the  Thousand  Islands — like  myriad 
emeralds  scattered  over  a  shining  river.  Then 
"shoot"  the  Rapids  of  the  St.  Lawrence.  Mon- 
treal is  visited.  Next  comes  old  Quebec,  rich 
in  history  and  romance.  Finally  you  cruise  up 
the  world-famed  Saguenay  Canyon  and  marvel 
at  rocky  giants,  breath-taking  in  their  immensity. 

For  booklets,   rates  and  full  information  apply  to 

CANADA  STEAMSHIP  LINES  LIMITED 

Victoria  Square,  Montreal,  P.Q.,  or 
46  Yonge  Street,  Toronto,  Ont. 

or  any  railroad  or  tourist  agency. 


ft 


Canada  Steamship  Lines  /hntted 


Owning  and  operating  St.  Lawrence  River  Route — "Niagara-to-the'Sea" .  Northern  Navigation 
Division — Great  hakes  Service.     Hotels     M anoir  Richelieu  and 
Hotel  Tadousac  on  the  Lower  St.  Lawrence. 
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HAMILTON  PASTOR  WINS  GRAND  PRIZE 
IN  GOBLIN'S  GREAT  PUZZLE  CONTEST 


Is  Presented  by  Mayor 

of    Hamilton     with 

Beautiful  Chrysler 

Sedan  and  $300 

Cheque. 

VARIOUS    METHODS 
USED     BY    CON- 
TESTANTS 


Banker  from  Mission  City, 
B.C.,  Second,  and  Strat- 
ford   Man,  Third. 


•  PRESENTED 
I4GCSH  to- DAY 


Scoring  a  clean-cut  victory  over 
contestants  in  every  part  of 
Canada's  nine  provinces,  the  Rev. 
Austin  W.  Guild,  14  Brucedale 
Avenue  East,  pastor  of  Olivet 
United  Church  of  this  city, 
emerged  the  winner  in  Goblin 
Magazine's  puzzle  contest,  and 
at  noon  at  the  City  Hall  in 
Hamilton  was  publicly  presented 
by  His  Worship  Mayor  Treleaven 
before  a  large  audience  with  the 
first  prize,  a  beautiful  Chrysler 
sedan  and  a  bonus  of  three  hun- 
dred dollars. 

The  Rev.  Austin  Guild  upon 
being  told  the  welcome  news  that  his  had 
been  the  best  solution  to  the  country- 
wide contest  was  at  first  incredulous;  he 
couldn't  believe  that  such  good  fortune 
was  really  his.  A  representative  of  the 
Goblin  Magazine  had  journeyed  to  Hamil- 
ton, met  Mr.  Guild  and  conveyed  the  glad 
tidings  to  him  at  the  conclusion  of  his 
church's  Sunday  School  class.  At  first  it 
was  difficult  for  Mr.  Guild  to  realize  that  of 
the  thousands  of  solutions  sent  from  all 
parts  of  Canada  his  should  prove  the 
winner. 

The  sudden  acquisition  of  a  beautifu1 
automobile  and  a  sum  of  three  hundred 
dollars  is  no  trivial  incident  in  the  life  of  a 
pastor  of  a  small  church,  and  it  is  little 
wonder  that  there  was  much  excitement  in 
that  cosy  little  cottage  on  the  mountain. 

Though  Mr.  Guild  throughout  the  inter- 
view maintained  the  calm  which  one  asso- 
ciates with  the  church,  Mr?.  Guild  made  no 
effort  to  refrain  from  expressing  her  keen 
delight  at  the  result  of  the  Goblin  contest. 
She  also  admitted  freely  that  instead  of 
encouraging  her  husband  to  enter  the 
contest  she  had  tried  to  persuade  him  not 
to  forward  his  solution  because  it  meant 
sending  in  a  subscription  to  Goblin  as 
well,  and  she  smilingly  admitted  that  this 
was  an  expenditure  that  she  did  not  feel 
justified  in  their  making. 

"Goblin,"  she  continued,  "has  always 
been  a  great  favourite  both  of  my  husband 
and  myself,  but  that  subscription,  although 
we  knew  we  would  enjoy  receiving  the 
Goblin  every  month,  did  at  the  time  seem 
a  bit  in  the  nature  of  an  extravagance." 


Rev.  Austin  W.  Guild  of  Olivet  United  Church,  Hamilton,  Ont.,  is  shown  registering 
extreme  satisfaction  as  Mayor  Treleaven,  right,  of  Hamilton,  presents  him  with  a  snappy 
sedan  and  a  cheque  for  $300  for  winning  first  prize  in  the  puzzle  contest  recently  conducted 
by  Goblin  Magazine. 


"You  know,  I  was  graduating  from 
Victoria  College  at  Varsity  just  about  the 
time  Goblin  made  its  initial  bow  to  the 
public  as  an  undergraduate  humourous 
monthly,"  stated  the  young  pastor,  "and 
ever  since  I  have  been  greatly  interested  in 
its  remarkable  growth  from  its  promising 
birth  to  its  present  outstanding  position  in 
the  Canadian  magazine  field." 

"The  editorial  columns  of  our  news- 
papers and  our.  public-spirited  patriots, 
who  have  the  best  interests  of  the  Dominion 
ever  at  heart,  often  decry  the  fact  that 
Canada  is  swamped  with  American  films, 
on  the  theory  that  they  have  a  tendency  to 
influence  Canadian  thought,"  asserted 
Mrs.  Guild,  "but  didn't  someone  once 
remark,  'I  don't  care  who  makes  my 
country's  laws  if  I  can  write  its  songs'? 
Wouldn't  it  then  be  equally  apt  to  venture 
the  paraphrase,  'It  doesn't  matter  what 
country's  fiction  we  read  in  Canada,  so 
long  as  we  retain  our  own  native  sense  of 
humour,'  because  surely  a  country  that  is 
capable  of  developing  a  distinctive  school 
of  humour  will  continue  to  retain  its  own 
identity." 

The  Rev.  Austin  Guild,  who  is  a  young 
man,  having  graduated  from  Victoria 
College,  Toronto,  in  1920,  is  not  what 
might  be  termed  a  puzzle  fan.  He  said  that 
the  first  time  he  saw  the  puzzle  advertised 
in  the  press  he  did  not  consider  it  seriously, 
but  after  seeing  it  repeatedly  it  formed  itself 
into  a  challenge  to  his  mind  and  one 
evening  he  determined  to  attempt  it. 

"The  puzzle  in  itself  was  most  interest- 
ing," he  asserted,  "the  prize  list  was  highly 


attractive  and  the  fact  that  the  contest  was 
sponsored  by  so  reputable  a  magazine, 
these  were  the  factors  that  determined  my 
entry.  I  appreciated  the  magazine  im- 
mensely for  itself.  I  had  much  pleasure  in 
contending  and  would  have  been  in  no  way 
disappointed  had  my  solution  not  been 
sufficiently  correct  to  warrant  a  prize." 

The  first  Goblin  contest,  which  was 
widely  advertised  in  the  press,  consisted 
of  a  great  maze  of  figures  of  various  sizes 
which  were  to  be  added.  So  great  was  the 
accuracy  of  the  contestants  that  con- 
siderably more  than  seventy-five  persons 
forwarded  correct  answers.  As  there  were 
but  seventy-five  prizes  in  the  major  con- 
test, the  judges  ruled  that  a  second  puzzle 
must  be  submitted  only  to  those  who  were 
correct  in  the  first,  these  contestants  to 
compete  for  the  grand  prize  list.  The 
second  puzzle,  which  was  forwarded  the 
contestants,  called  for  the  placing  in  order 
of  merit  twelve  cartoons  which  had  recently 
appeared  in  the  Goblin  Magazine.  The 
list,  which  would  be  adjudged  correct,  was 
the  listed  relative  rating  of  the  cartoons  as 
voted  by  the  contestants  themselves.  The 
entrant  whose  list  tallied  most  closely  with 
the  list  voted  by  the  contestants  would 
win  the  car. 

This  second  tie-breaking  contest  obvi- 
ously called  for  a  keen  understanding  of 
human  nature,  particularly  of  its  likes  and 
dislikes  as  interpreted  in  terms  of  humour. 

Mr.  Guild's  life  work  as  a  clergyman, 
with  daily  contacts  with  people  in  every 
walk  of  life,  has  given  him  remarkable 
qualifications  for  a  contest  of  this  nature. 


"WlLDWOOD," 

Hamilton  Heights,  Ont., 

May  24th,  1927. 

The  Goblin  Magazine, 
170  Bay  Street,  Toronto. 

Gentlemen: 

Will  you  permit  me  to  express  my 
appreciation  of  the  fair  way  in  which 
your  recent  contest  was  handled,  the 
clear  way  in  which  the  final  standing 
of  contestants  was  made  public,  and 
the  delightful  way  in  which  you  pre- 
sented ;  h  t  first  prize.  Many  have 
been  the  remarks  I've  received  of  the 
quality  of  your  contest,  and  the 
generosity  of  the  prize  list. 

We  are  planning  a  long  motor  trip 
this  summer,  so  you  may  well  imagine 
the  new  car  will  be  doubly  appreciated. 

Thanking  you  again  for  the  un- 
expected courtesies,  and  outstanding- 
ly fine  spirit  displayed,  and  trusting 
some  time  to  have  the  pleasure  of 
some  of  the  Family  of  Goblins  in  our 
home  (be  sure  to  call  if  in  Hamilton), 
we  remain, 

Grateful  for  the  contest,  and 
equally  grateful  for  the  acquaintance- 
ship formed. 

Rev.  and  Mrs.  A.  W.  Guild. 


"I  did  not,"  he  admitted,  "submit  the 
list  exactly  as  I  might  have  from  my  own 
choice,  but  rather  did  I  attempt  to  estimate 
the  composite  choice  of  my  rivals."  The 
result  attests  Mr.  Guild's  ability  to  inter- 
pret the  psychological  reactions  of  the 
group  mind  with  unusual  accuracy.  It  in 
particularly  interesting  to  note  that  in  this 
contest  Mr.  Guild  far  outdistanced  many 
old-time  newspapermen  who  might  be 
supposed  through  years  of  experience  to  be 
better  able  to  sense  public  taste  even  than 
a  most  active  clergyman. 

The  wide  interest  in  the  contest  is  indi- 
cated by  the  fact  that  many  contestants  in 
submitting  their  solutions  stated  in  foot- 
notes that  their  answers  represented  a 
compilation  of  the  judgment  of  many  of 
their  friends  and  acquaintances. 

One  ingenious  manufacturer  in  forward- 
ing his  solution  expressed  complete  con- 
fidence that  he  would  shortly  receive 
delivery  of  the  car.  Appreciating  that  the 
answer  would  represent  a  cross-section  of 
public  opinion,  he  had  every  one  of  his 
more  than  three  hundred  men  and  women 
employees  vote  upon  the  contest.  He  then 
forwarded  his  solution  upon  the  basis  of  the 
popularity  of  the  cartoons  as  accorded  by 
his  employees.  His  principle  was  un- 
doubtedly sound  in  theory  but  in  practise 
fell  far  beneath  his  expectations. 

The  second  prize,  a  Credenza  Ortho- 
phonic  Victrola  worth  $385.00,  was  won  by 
Arthur  B.  Pratt,  of  the  Canadian  Bank  of 
Commerce,  Mission  City,  B.C.,  together 
with  a  cash  bonus. 

Mr.  Alfred  Marson,  378  Nelson  Street, 
Stratford,  captured  third  prize,  a  Bosch 
radio  set  valued  at  $228.00,  with  a  cash 
bonus. 

Upon  the  opposite  page  will  be  found  the 
complete  list  of  one  hundred  and  twenty- 
five  prize  winners. 
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OFFICIAL  ANNOUNCEMENT  OF  THE 
WINNERS  OF  OUR  $3,000  CONTEST 

125  PRIZES  AWARDED 

CHRYSLER  SEDAN   IS   WON  BY   HAMILTON   PASTOR 

First   Prize — Reverend    Austin   W.    Guild,    14    Brucedale   Ave.    East,    Hamilton     Ont. 

—Chrysler  Sedan,  plus  $300.00 
Second  Prize — Arthur  Patrick  Pratt,  Bank  of  Commerce,  Mission  City,  B.C. — $385.00 

Credenza  Orthophonic  Victrola,  plus  $36.00 
Third  Prize— Alfred  Marson,  378  Nelson  St.,  Stratford,  Ont.— $228.00  Bosch  Radio, 

plus  S15.00 
Fourth  Prize — George  Paul,  14   Westport   Ave.,  Toronto  9,  Ont. — $115.00  Consolette 

Model  Orthophonic  Victrola,  plus  $6 .  00 


Mrs.  Isabella  Chambers.   102  High  St.. 

Hamilton.  Ont $86 . 00 

William  Sturgeon,  3  McKenzle  Crescent, 

Toronto,  Ont 75.00 

Bernard   Frederick   Downes,   87   Clifton 

Ave..  N.D.G..  Montreal.  Que 60.00 

William   A.   Speed.   37   Castlefleld  Ave.. 

Toronto  12.  Ont 35.00 

George  Tlndale,  Mount  Elgin,  Ont 20.00 

WINNERS  OF  $10.00 

I.  M.  Montgomery,  M.D.,  Yarker,  Ont. 
Rebecca  Pearce,  Box  397,  Mimico  P.O.,  Ont. 
Bert  E.   Kennedy,  250  Cedric  Ave.,  Toronto. 
Horace    Geo.    Tawney,     1366    Church    Ave., 

Cote  a  Paul,  Montreal.  Que. 
Clement   FUewood,   888   Lampson   St.,   Esqul- 

mault,  B.C. 
R.    J.   Henry,   c/o   Teck-Hughea    Gold   Mlnea 

Ltd..  Klrkland  Lake,  Ont. 
E.  C.  McFarlane,  Arthur,  Ont. 
Edward  T.  Chowen,  39  Nile  St.,  Stratford,  Ont. 
Mrs.  A.  Horner,  499  Central  Ave.,  London,  Ont. 
Mrs.  Burton  R.  Baxter.   R.R.  No.   2,  Hllller, 

Ont. 
B.  R.  Baxter,  R.R.  No.  2,  Hllller,  Ont. 
Henry  Cowling.  36  Harris  St.,  Sandwich,  Ont. 
William  Battershlll,  122  Sydney  St.,  Cornwall. 
Percy  Davison,  4  Irene  Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont. 
Robert    Bell,    171    Macdonell    Ave.,    Toronto, 

Ont. 
Reuben   Henry    Sheppard,   22   Prince   St.,    St. 

Catharines,  Ont. 

WINNERS  OF  $5.00 
J.  H.  Verner,  320  Boswell  Ave.,  Peterboro,  Ont. 
Mrs.  F.  D.  Maundrell,  Box  452,  Whitby,  Ont. 
William  Blrse,  11  Trafalgar  St.,  St.  Catharines. 
John  Wilson,  18  Lillian  St.,  Toronto,  Ont. 
Albert    P.   J.    A.    Seymour,    9   Harvard    Ave., 

Ottawa.  Ont. 
William  Truesdale,  57  Cedar  Ave.,  Hamilton. 
Sperry,  G.  Joyce,  St.  Marys,  Ont. 
Grace  Duffy,  Forest  Glen,  West  Co.,  N.B. 
Edwin   Perclval   Wallace,    316   Madison   Ave., 

Montreal,  Que. 
Mrs.  H.  H.  Anderson.  418  Second  Ave.  West, 

Calgary,  Alta. 
William  S.  Nell,  1  Sparkhall  Ave..  Toronto,  Ont. 

WINNERS  OF  ONE  YEAR'S 
SUBSCRIPTION     TO    GOBLIN 

Mrs.  Minnie  Wheeler,  86  Sorauren  Ave.. 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Victor  Eyrl,  11137  91st  Ave.,  Edmonton,  Alta. 

Horace  Arthur  Nelson.  10373  97th  St.,  Edmon- 
ton, Alta. 

Mary  V.  Heneahen.  Galetta,  Ont. 

William  Glover,  12  Barton  Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont. 

W.  J.   Lawrence.    1273   Dufferin  St.,  Toronto. 

Mrs.  E.  R.  McDermld,  Iroquois  Falls,  Ont. 

Mrs.  E.  Anderson,  Box  40,  Waterford,  Ont. 

Edith  E.  Goddard,  193  Ersklne  Ave.,  Toronto 

H.  A.  Davidson.  318  Good  St.,  Winnipeg.  Man. 

Mrs.  J.  H.  Warwick,  226  Wellesley  St.,  Toronto 

John  Jewkes,  36  Adelaide  St.  8.,  London,  Ont. 


John  McKay,  Apt.  15,  2  Spadlna  Road,  Toronto. 

Thos.  Swarbrick,  Box   171,  Vegrevllle,  Alta. 

Mrs.  Clyde  Colpltts,  Box  182,  Sussex,  Kings 
Co.,  N.B. 

Mrs.  Barry  Hopey,  Pollett  River,  West  Co.. 
N.B. 

Marie  E.  Fletcher,  Sussex,  Kings  Co.,  N.B. 

Lawrence  Gilbert,  Bishop's  Crossing,  Que. 

Thomas  Kails,  14  Rodman  St.,  St.  Catharines. 

Dr.  James  Dean  Barnet,  Fergus,  Ont. 

Aline  M.  Plncott,  (Mrs.),  72  Ave.  des  Bernieres. 
Quebec,  Que. 

Charles  Sadler,   904   Ouellette  Ave.,   Windsor. 

W.  H.  Batterton,  298  North  Main  St..  Welland. 

Mrs.  Charles  Angevlne,  Streets  Ridge,  Cum- 
berland, N.S. 

A.   Pearce,    1159   Georgia   St.   W.,   Vancouver. 

C.  W.  Macdee,  3  Russell  St.,  Toronto,  Ont. 
Mrs.  Lillian  Clayton.  65  Turner  Road.  Walker- 

vllle,  Ont. 

Mrs.  M.  F.  Kellough,  565  Banning  St.,  Win- 
nipeg, Man. 

William  Kedney.  285  Windermere  Ave.,  To- 
ronto, Ont. 

R.   G.  Stephens,   172  Waterloo  Ave.,   Guelph. 

Mrs.  M.  Barnes,  Robertson  Church,  123  Street, 
Edmonton,  Alta. 

D.  Blackball,  236  Avenue  Road.  Toronto.  Ont. 
J.  A.  Frost,  Box  519,  Chesley.  Ont. 

Earl  Miners.  142  Wellington  St.,  London1,  Ont. 

J.  R.  Thompson,  5  8th  Ave.,  Toronto  East,  Ont. 

Florence  Wardlow,  295  Canlce  Street,  Orillia. 

Ont. 

Peter    Suzlck,    373    Roberta    St..    Port 


180     Barrlngton     Ave., 


Mrs 

Arthur,  Ont 
Arthur     Rushworth, 

Toronto,  Ont. 
A.  R.  Revlll.  Tlchborne.  Ont. 

FEB.  3rd  SPECIAL  WINNERS 

Harry  A.  McGowan,  Midland, 

Ont $50.00 

R.  H.Gill,  Collingwood,  Ont..  25  .'00 

William    G.    Hamilton,    234 

Sumach  St.,Toronto  2,  Ont.  15 .  00 

William  J.  Murphy,  33  Cum- 
berland St.,  Toronto,  Ont.  10.00 

WINNERS  OF  $5.00 

Miss    Muriel    Crane,    340    Wentworth    St.    S.. 
Mount  Hamilton,  Ont. 


THE  ORDER  OF  MERIT 

Of  the  twelve  cartoons  as  determined 
by  the  contestants  themselves  was: 

F-A-D-l-C-B-H-L-K-G-E-J 

Contestants  who  won,  and  others  who 
were  not  so  fortunate  will  be  Interested 
In  comparing  their  duplicate  solutions, 
which  they  were  advised  to  retain,  with 
the  final  order  of  merit  which  their  own 
votes  determined. 


Arch.  B.  Cummlng,  648  Ontario  St..  Toronto. 

G.  D.  Schroeder,  11  Tullls  Drive,  Toronto,  Ont. 

Richard  Thomas  Shorten,  180  Falrlawn  Ave., 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Miss  Celia  Johnston,  251  Willow  Ave.,  Toronto 

Mrs.  J.  E.  Cary,  179  Richmond  St.,  Chatham. 

Fred  J.  Cole.  Box  296,  Newmarket,  Ont. 

Kenneth  William  Hogg,  33  Wheeler  Ave.. 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Frederick  H.  Sargent,  254  Cambria  St.,  Strat- 
ford, Ont. 

Miss  Helen  Tory,  2  Brighton  Ave..  Hamilton 
Beach,  Ont. 

J.  A.  Frost,  Box  519,  Chesley.  Ont. 

Stephen  R.  Byles,  317  Rldout  St.  S.,  London 

Mrs.  W.  R.  Nlchol,  25  Dickson  St.,  Hamilton; 

James  Currle,  Marcone,  Glace  Station.  N.S. 

Reginald  C.  D'Alton,  9  Dixon  Ave..  Toronto 

T.  N.  Moore,  Box  116,  Kincardine,  Ont. 

Zella  Mary  Cruess,  129  Howland  Ave.,  Toronto. 

Anne  J.  Willoughby,  34  Wellington  St.,  Brant- 
ford,  Ont. 

Mrs.  C.  E.  Sharpies,  8fl  Woburn  Ave..  North 
Toronto.  Ont. 

Roy  V.  Bullock,  P.O.  Box  405.  Preston,  Ont. 


FEB.  25th  SPECIAL  WINNERS 

Miss    Iona   Holdsworth,    104 

High  St.,  London,  Ont $50.00 

Mrs.  F.  Earl  Johnston,  Arden, 

Ont 25.00 

Annie  Walker,  635  Wellington 

St.,  London,  Ont 15.00 

Mr.  A.  C.  Dennis,  Box  1124, 

Sudbury,  Ont 10. 00 

WINNERS  OF  $5.00 

John  J.  Kidd,  247  Glencairn  Ave  ,  Toronto  12 

Mrs.  F.  Blaisdell,  256  Heath  St.,  Toronto,  Ont. 

G.  W.  Ellis,  R.R.  2,  Bedford,  Halifax,  Co.  N.S. 

Mrs.  J.  E.  Amos;   168  Park  Ave.,  Brantford. 

Mrs.  James  Bushnell,  Omemee,  Ont. 

Mrs.  Donald  Menzles,  149a  Belgrave  Ave., 
N.D.G.,  Montreal,  Que. 

J.  H.  Barnett,  P.O.  Box  204,  Newcastle,  N.B. 

J.  Thos.  Fell,  Box  248,  Goderlch,  Ont. 

Miss  L.  A.  Trimble,  64  Poulton  Ave.,  Toronto 

George  R.  Cameron,  778  Bunard  St.,  Vancouver 

James  G.  Chrysler,  86  Hunter  St.  West,  Hamil- 
ton, Ont. 

Mrs.  Edna  Thompson,  Brldgeburg,  Ont. 

Harry  Klntrea.  Little  Rapids,  (via  Thessalon), 
Ont. 

Arnold  Grant,  Box  535.  Yarmouth,  N.S. 

H.  Wilson,  Belmont,  Ont. 

Norman  W.  Laing,  778  George  St.,  Peterboro. 

Mrs.   Helen  Jarrold,   526   Oxford  St..   London. 

Claude  V.  Rkldell,  South  March,  Ont. 

Wallace  H.   Bartlett,   Thamesvllle,   Ont. 

E.  R.  O'Connell,  Durham  Street,  Pugwash,  N.S 


Goblin  Magazine  wishes  to  congratulate  the   125  Prize  Winners  who  were  successful 
in  this  Contest  and  to  announce  that  the  Prizes  have  been 
forwarded  to  the  successful  contestants. 
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diotels 


In  Detroit 

—ten  minutes  from  all  depots. 
Webster  Hall  is  in  the  true 
cultural  centre,  at  Cass  Ave- 
nue and  Putman,  just  across 
from  the  beautiful  Public 
Library  and  the  new  Art  Insti- 
tute. Bus  lines  pass  the  door; 
main  car  line  one  block  away. 


— just  opened,  this  Webster 
Hall  in  the  famous  Schenley 
Park  district,  at  Fifth  Avenue 
and  Dithridee.  Sine  minutes 
from  downtown.  Within  a 
radius  of  four  blocks  are  the 
University  of  Pittsburgh,  For- 
bes Field,  Carnegie  Library, 
Pittsburgh  Athletic  Club  and 
Masonic  Temple. 


Exclusively  for  Men 

Recreational  Facilities  of 
the  Finest  Athletic  Clubs 

Privileges  of  the  swimming  pool,  gymnasium,  handball 
courts,  lounges,  card  and  billiard  rooms — all  included  in 
rentals  no  higher  than  the  cost  of  "just  a  room"  else- 
where! Make  Webster  Hall  your  next  stop — in  Detroit — 
in  Pittsburgh.    Here's  royal  living — and  most  economical. 


RATES  AS  LOW  AS  $2  PER  DAY 
SPECIAL  WEEKLY  RATES 

No  Tipping 


THE    WEBSTER    HALL 

CORPORATION  OF 

AMERICA 

PETER    A.  MILLER,   PRESIDENT 


Goblin 
Two  Lovely  Articles 

By  Two  Other  Writers 

THE    candle    glanced    weakly    around     the    room. 

"I'd  like  to  know  why  I'm  dragged    from  my  rest 

to  do  duty  for  that  lazy  electric  light,"  said  he,  "gone 

off  without  warning,  nobody  knows  why  nor  where." 

Just  as  he  finished  speaking  the  light  flashed  into 
the  room.  He  glared  at  the  candle  without  winking. 
The  candle  who  had  been  ready  to  drop  on  anybody 
or  anything  a  moment  before,  now  felt  his  courage 
ebbing.  This  light  was  too  strong  and  quick  for  him. 
He  leaned  heavily  on  his  stick. 

"What  are  you  doing  here,  little  man?"  asked  the 
light,  condescendingly.  "This  is  no  time  of  night  for 
old  people  to  be  guttering  about.  At  your  age  life 
only  hangs  by  a  thread.  Why,  if  a  cold  puff  of  wind 
struck  you,  you'd  be  snuffed  out." 

The  candle  flared  up  at  this.  "You  stuck-up, 
brassy,  pot-bellied  pinhead!"  he  cried.  "Don't  you 
give  me  any  of  your  smart  talk.  I'd  have  you  to 
know  that  I  can  trace  my  descent  from  the  time  of 
the  Pharoahs.  And  what  are  you  anyway,  when  all 
is  said  and  done?  Why  you're  merely  the  origin  of 
the  saying,  'Can't  hold  a  candle.'  Nobody  can 
depend  on  you.  If  they  could  they  wouldn't  call  for 
me  so  often.  If  you'd  study  things  you'd  find  that 
I'm  the  'Glory   that  was  Grease.'     Bah!" 

Just  then  the  master  came  in,  lifted  the  candle,  who 
was  still  sputtering,  and  moved  toward  the  door.  The 
master  touched  a  button. 

"Well,  I'll  be  switched,"  said  the  light,  and  went 
out  without  ceremony.  A  strong,  cold  draught 
struck  the  candle  and  he  shivered  violently.  The 
master  shut  the  door  with  a  bang.  The  shock  was 
too  much  for  the  candle.      "I'm  blowed,"  he  said,  and 

died  there  and  then.  — S.  V. 

*        *        * 

Canada  to  the  United  States 

r\RINK  in  the  beauties  of  Canada's  stupendous 
mountain  scenery. 

A  word  to  the  head  waiter  and  your  wants  will  be 
filled. 

Jaded  appetites  restored  to  life  by  our  bracing 
pine-scented  air. 

Ask  the  room  clerk  for  a  price  list. 

See  the  great  waterways  of  Canada.  Then  ask  the 
steward  about  the  other  ways. 

Come  for  the  winter  sports  in  old  Quebec.  No  one 
is  allowed  to  be  cold  in  Canada. 

Our  scenery  is  doubly  beautiful  in  the  eyes  of 
American  tourists. 

Avoid  the  traffic  jams.  There  is  plenty  of  parking 
space  in  Canada. 

Canada,  where  men  are  men,  a  drink  is  the  real  stuff, 
and  padlocks  are  an  indictable  offence. — Harry  Chay. 


When  I  had  heard  small  men  speak  in  the  night, 
Wrangling  of  Heaven  with  an  angry  shout, 

Stating  this  thing  was  wrong  and  that  was  right 
And  marking  life  down  plainly  past  a  doubt, 

Then  to  my  garden  where  the  moon  streamed  white 
Went  I  and  wondered  what  'twas  all  about. 

— Ron  Ever  son. 
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Can  You  Afford  to  Play  Bridge? 


©  Vanity  Fair 


Every  Issue  Contains 


Theatres :  Stars  in  their 
ascendant,  comedy  in 
its  glory.  The  season's 
successes,  and  why. 
Special  photographs. 

Night  Life:  Whatever 
is  new  among  the  crowd 
who  regard  dawn  as 
something  to  come 
home  in. 

Golf:  Taken  seriously 
by  experts.  Bernard 
Darwin,  regularly.  How 
to  break  ninety.  With 
photographs. 

Movies:  Hollywood's 
high  lights.  The  art  of 
the  movies  —  if  any. 
And  photographs — 
ah-h' 

Bridge:  The  chill 
science  in  its  ultimate 
refinements.  How  to 
get  that  last  trick.  Fos- 
ter writing. 

Fashions:  The  mode 
for  men  who  consider  it 
soli  respecting  to  be 
well-groomed.  Current 
preferences. 


Music:  Classical,  caco- 
phone,  saxophone.  Per- 
sonalities and  notori- 
eties. Critiques.  Pho- 
tographs. 

Art:  New  schools  and 
how  to  rate  them. 
Sound  work  and  how  to 
appreciate  it.  Exhibits 
and  masterpieces. 

Sports:  News  of  rac- 
quet and  putter,  turf 
and  track.  By  those 
who  lead  the  field. 

Letters:  New  essayists 
and  satirists.  Brilliant 
fooling.  Lions  photo- 
graph ed  with  their 
manes. 

Motor     Cars:     Speed, 

,  ,  smartness,  as 
last  conceived  in  Eu- 
rope and  America.  Sa- 
lons and  shows.  Many 
pictures. 

World     Affairs:     The 

field  of  politics,  foreign 
and  domestic.  Intimate 
sketches  of  pilots  of 
various  Ships  of  State. 


DO  you  know— instantly— when  you  dare 
to  bid  on  a  four-card  suit? 

Do  you  think  that  you  must  never  overcall 
or  double  a  no-trumper  on  the  right?  Or 
do  you  know  some  exceptions? 

Can  you  play  a  sound  game  when  such  vari- 
ants as  contract  bridge,  or  three-handed  bridge, 
are  proposed? 

If  your  bridge  game  is  good,  you'll  enjoy 
Vanity  Fair's  fine  points.  If  it's  only  mod- 
erate, Vanity   Fair  can  improve  its  quality. 

Be  a  Social  Asset — 

not  a  social  liability 

IN  every  emergency  of  life,      Vanity   Fair  is   generally  con- 
Vanity  Fair  offers  more  than 


a  possible  solution. 

Travelled  people — people  who 
make  public  opinion  and  dic- 
tate public  taste  everywhere — 
read  it  .  .  .  follow  its  criti- 
cisms, its  news  of  the  theatre, 
the  arts  and  sports  of  the  day, 
and  the  domain  of  the  mind 
.  .  .  appreciate  its  satire,  its 
sophisticated  point  of  view, 
its  exclusive  pictures  of  people 
in  the  public  eye. 


ceded  to  be  the  most  amusing 
of  magazines,  and  the  most 
modern. 

Whatever  is  discussed  in  the 
Fifth  Avenue  clubs,  at  metro- 
politan dinner-tables,  among 
young-minded  intelligent  peo- 
ple, is  mirrored,  ordered,  and 
estimated    in    its    pages — first. 

Sign  the  coupon  now,  and  be   / 
in    touch    with    the    best    • 
modern  thought. 


• 


/ 


/ 


/ 


& 


Special  Offer 

6  Issues  of  Vanity  Fair  $1 

.  to  new  suliEcribcrs  only  ,' 

Sign,  tear  off  and  mail  the  coupon  now!  •' 
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Goblin 


FOR  young  men 
—and  for  older 
men  with  young  feet 
— we  sell  Invictus 
Shoes. 

The  snap  of  their 
style  harmonizes 
with  young  ideas, yet 
they  offer  a  gentle 
ease  one  usually 
associates  with  lux- 
urious age. 

Finer  shoemaking  is 
always  guaranteed 
by  the  name  Invictus . 

The  model  illustrated  above 
is  No.  X-545,  a  doggy 
shoe  for  young  men,  and 
made  in  Oxblood,  Black,  or 
Tan  Scotch  Grain. 

SOLD  BY  THE  BEST 
SHOE     DEALERS 

Invictus  manufactured  by 

THE  EAGLE  SHOE   COMPANY,  LIMITED 

Montreal 


the  Best  Good  Shoe 


MOUNT 
ROYAL 
HOTEL 

lALontreaC 

VERNON    o  .  CA  no  v  .  Jrtanagung  Director 


Free  Speech 


Editor: 

Whenever  I  read  Goblin  I  become 
conscious  of  an  Oliver  Twist  complex 
and  have  to  suppress  an  urge  to  holler 
"More!" 

While  I  want  you  to  stop  me  if  you 
have  heard  this  one  before,  may  I  ask 
what  the  idea  is  in  leaving  so  much  white 
space  in  the  Goblin? 

Cram  the  stuff  in  and  press  it  down. 
I  like  it  and  find  that  it  is  consumed  all 
too  quickly.  Don't  be  such  an  old 
meany. 

Avariciously, 

THOMAS  C.  BECKETT, 

Truro,  N.S. 

*  *        * 

Mission  City,  B.C. 

May  27th,  1927. 
Dear  Sirs: 

In  reply  to  yours  of  the  20th  instant. 
I  may  say  that  the  winning  of  the  Victrola 
has  caused  a  lot  of  pleasure  in  our  house, 
and  please  accept  my  best  thanks  for 
same  and  cheque  for  bonus  of  $36.00.   .   .   . 

I  thoroughly  enjoyed  the  contest  and 
trust  that  the  results  are  well  worth  while 
to  your  paper,  which  I  may  say  has  been 
very  well  thought  of  by  any  people  I 
have  loaned  it  to,  and  it  appears  that  the 
greatest  handicap  is  that  Goblin  does 
not  appear  to  be  so  well  known  in  the 
West  as  it  should  be,  as  I  certainly  think 
it  is  a  good  clean  comic,  acceptable  any- 
where. 

Yours  truly, 

ARTHUR  P.  PRATT. 

*  *       * 

378  Nelson  Street, 

Stratford,  Ont., 

June  3rd,  1927. 
Dear  Sirs: 

I  received  your  letter  some  time  ago 
and  I  certainly  was  glad  to  win  the  third 
prize,  which  came  a  few  days  later. 

The   contest   was   conducted    in   a   fair 

and  square  manner  and  I  am  sure  will  be 

a  good  advertisement  for  your  magazine. 

Wishing   you  every  success  with   your 

magazine,  I  remain, 

Yours  truly, 

ALFRED  MARSON. 
*       *       * 
Queen's  University, 

Kingston,  Ont. 
Dear  Sir: 

Away  back  in  the  month  of  feetball  I 
sent  you  certain  fool  things,  some  of 
which  you  kept,  saying  even  thus: 
"Yea,  verily,  thou  shalt  be  paid  as  these 
lowly  jibes  break  into  type."  One  by 
one  they  have  become  broke,  even  as 
you  and  I,  only  more  especially  the  latter 
person,  meaning  me.  Month  after 
month  I  go  to  my  newsdealer  (he's  blind) 
and  read  your  paper  quietly — tor  how 
can  I  buy  a  copy,  with  a  pocket  as  empty 
as  my  head? — see  my  latest  quivering 
quip,  and  laying  down  the  precious  book, 
creep  away  to  gnaw  another  crust.  My 
room-mate  has  crust  enough  for  anybody, 
while  I  joke  feebly  and  get  no  dough. 

What  more  can  I  say  than  a  due?  Lo. 
I  was  a  stranger,  and  yet  took  me  in, 
God  bless  you,  closest  oi  friends.  The 
only  way  to  stop  a  fresh  guy  like  me  is 
to  give  me  a  good  severe  check. 
Yours  (so  far), 

CHARLES  E.  LYGHT. 


A  Pebble  was  the 

Cave  Mans  Candy! 

It  kept  his  mouth  moist  and 
fresh  on  his  hot,  rocky  road. 
Calling  on  his  sweetie,  he  took 
her    a    smooth,    white    stone! 

Today,  to  make  a  lasting, 
satisfying  impression,  take 
her    Wrigley's. 


THE 

DIET  KITCHEN 

TEA  ROOMS 

72  and  80  WEST  BLOOR  ST. 

BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA 

DINNER 

Sunday  night  supper  will  be 
served  in  Annex  until  9.30 

Telephone:  R.  4382 
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BLEMISHES     * 

yield  to  its  antiseptic 
action.  Permanent  de- 
fects are  concealed  by  a 
subtile  film  of  adorable 
beauty.  A  pure  skin  of 
exquisite  loveliness  is 
yours  thru  its  use. 

Made  in  White  -  Flesh  -  Rachel 

Send  10c.  for  Trial  Size 
Ferd-  T.  Hopkins  4Son,  Montreal 


Gouraud's 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 
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Wolfe.  May  4th,  1927. 
Sir: 

I  have  send  you  a  note  by  reg.  mail  to 
return  my  $3.00,  will  soon  look  through 
-  the  mails  for  this  note. 

If  you  are  the  white  people,  why  don't 
you  use  the  gun  to  rob  the  people,  as  the 
white  man  do.  Your  magazine  which 
you  sent  me  is  hitting  the  high  spots 
right  back  on  the  first  train  by  first  class 
mail. 

If  you  don't  send  my  $3.00  back  you 
are  going  to  have  all  kinds  of  trouble, 
you  are  not  going  to  work  on  me  in  a 
crooked  way. 

One  of  the  Western  devils, 

MRS.  J.  RAWL1NK, 

Wolfe,  Sask. 

*  *       * 

Editor: 

Perhaps  a  letter  of  appreciation  of  and 
praise  for  a  magazine  to  the  editor  is  un- 
usual, still,  I  find  Goblin  such  an  un- 
usual publication  I  want  to  tell  you  I 
enjoy  every  issue  oi  it. 

As  a  business  woman  and  as  a  home- 
keeper  I  know  that  a  happy,  pleasant  dis- 
position is  a  tremendous  asset.  A  good 
dose  of  Goblin  in  my  case  makes  the 
whole  world  seem  brighter,  and  chases 
away  the  gloom. 

I  have  read  Goblin  for  three  years 
now  and  it  has  made  me  believe  the  truth 
of  the  saying,  "Laugh  and  the  world 
laughs  with  you."     Good  luck. 

MRS.  J.  KEITH  ABERCROMBIE, 

Winnipeg,  Man. 

*  *        * 

1 90  Barnardo  Avenue, 

Peterboro,  May  26/27. 
Goblin. 
Sirs: 

I  believe  my  subscription  to  Goblin 
has  expired  for  which  I  am  thankful. 
On  no  account  send  it  any  longer. 

When  I  subscribed  your  agent  gave  me 
the  impression  that  the  magazine  had 
some  connection  with  the  University.  I 
understand  it  has  no  such  connection 
whatever  and  hence  this  was  straight 
misrepresentation.  Also  I  was  given  to 
believe  that  it  was  purely  a  humorous 
magazine.  Instead,  I  find  it  a  political 
sheet  of  a  low  order.  Your  cut  ot  the 
Premier  before  the  past  Dominion  elec- 
tions was  beneath  even  the  Telegram's 
standards.  You  also  at  the  elections  in 
fall  of  1925  got  out  of  your  system  a  very 
biased  and  farcical  editorial.  I  prefer  my 
politics  straight. 

D.  E.  EASON. 
Editor's  Note} 

Goblin  was  founded  in  1921  as  the 
college  comic  of  the  University  of  Toronto. 
In  response  to  popular  request,  it  was 
placed  upon  the  news  stands  where  to-day 
it  holds  a  leading  position  among  Canadian 
periodicals.  The  editorial  staff  is  entirely 
composed  of  University  of  Toronto  men. 

*  *        * 

Mount  Elgin,  Ont., 

May  24th.  1927. 
Dear  Sirs: 

In  acknowledging  receipt  of  your  letter 
of  May  18th,  enclosing  cheque  for  $20.00, 
being  my  prize  in  your  recent  contest, 
allow  me  to  express  my  hearty  thanks  for 
same. 

L»To  all  who  participated  in  this  very 
interesting  contest,  it  must  have  been 
obvious  that  the  publishers  of  Goblin 
spared  no  pains  to  be  as  fair  and  impartial 
to  everyone  concerned  as  possible 

I   am  looking  forward  to  receiving  my 
first  issue  of  Goblin.     Wishing  you  con- 
tinued success,  I  remain. 
Sincerely  yours, 

GEORGE  TINDALE. 


For  Real  Enjoyment,  Smoke- 


Save  the  "Poker  Hands" 
now  packed  in  Old  Chum. 
Good  for  valuable  presents. 


OLD  CHUM 
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Goblin 


QuickRelief 

up    CUTS 


BURNS 
BITES 


D  odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery. 

D  odd's 

Antiseptic -Healing 

OINTMENT 

for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep  a  tin   on   hand  for 
regular  and  emergency  use 


aNTISEPT|C 

^HEALINGy^ 


50c  At  All  Druggists 

SEND   COUPON   BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 


>»MV' 


3^a?n  *  Perfect  Looking  Nose 

My  Latest  Improved  Model  25 
corrects  now  ill-shaped  noses 
quickly,  painlessly,  permanently 
and  comfortably  at  home.  It  is 
the  only  nose-shaping  appliance 
of  precise  adjustment  and  a  safe 
and  guaranteed  patent  device 
that  will  actually  give  you  a 
perfect-looking  nose.  Write  for 
free  booklet  which  tells  you  how 
to  obtain  a  perfect-looking  nose. 
M.  Trilety,  Pioneer  Nose-Shaping 
Specialist,  Dept.  2917, 
Binghamton,  -  -  N.Y. 


These  Modern  Devices 

Mrs.  Sandflats:  "Is  this  the 
store  that  sold  us  the  electric 
washing   machine?" 

Store:    'Yes,  ma'am." 

Mrs.  Sandflats:  "Well,  take  the 
darn  thing  back.  I  went  to  wash 
myself  in  it  and  never  got  such  a 
beating  before  in  my  life." 

— Awgwan. 


Agricultural  Note 

Half:  "What  do  you  think  of 
my  family  tree?" 

Back:  "The  tree  may  be  a  good 
one,  but  it  looks  to  me  as  though 

the  crop  was  a  failure." — Flamingo. 

*  *        * 

Funny 

What's  that?"  asked  the  cus- 
toms officer,  as  he  spied  a  bottle 
under  the  seat. 

"Only  wood  alcohol,"  replied  the 
returning  passenger. 

"Oh,  is  it?"  said  the  customs 
officer,  taking  a  long  drink. 

It    was.  — Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

You  probably  don't  remember 
me,"  began  the  self-made  man 
proudly,  "but  twenty  years  ago 
when  I  was  a  poor,  humble  boy, 
you  gave  me  a  message  to  carry." 
"Yes,  yes,"  cried  the  busy  man, 

"Where's  the  answer?"       — Bison. 

*  *        * 

Soph:  Man  is  wonderful.  He  has 
learned  to  fly  like  a  bird. 

Frosh:  Yes,  but  he  hasn't  learn- 
ed to  sit  on  a  barbed  wire  fence. 

— Drexard. 

Tact 

He  had  lectured  in  all  parts  of 
the  world  and  now  he  was  addres- 
sing the  assembled  convicts  of  a 
penitentiary.  Forgetting  his  audi- 
ence he  began  to  lecture  in  the 
usual  manner:  "Fellow-citizens-" 
There  was  laughter  and  he  collected 
himself.  "Fellow-convicts — "The 
laughter  increased. 

The  lecturer  was  becoming  dis- 
turbed. "You  know  what  I  am 
trying  to  say.  Mistakes  should  be 
pardoned."  There  was  a  boisterous 
round  of  applause. 

"I  am  glad  to  see  so  many  of 
you  here." 

The    warden     saved    the    day. 
— Juggler. 

Sir  Brian:  "Where  is  the  king, 
my  lady?" 

Lady  Bugg:  "At  the  black- 
smith's, having  his  knight-shirt 
ironed  for  the  tournament." 

— Mavercik- 

*  *        * 

Goliath:  Why  don't  you  stand 
up  here  and  fight  me? 

David:  Don't  hurry  me,  big 
boy;  wait  till  I  get  a  little  boulder. 

— Dirge. 


For  Safety's  Sake  Carry 


FOR  the  sake  of  safety  and  conven- 
ience, carry  a  set  of  spare  lamps  in 
your  car.  For  the  sake  of  satisfaction 
and  economy,  insist  on  getting  EDISON 
MAZDA  LAMPS^the  same  good  lamps 
you  use  at  home.  Carry  a  kit  of 
EDISON  MAZDA  LAMPS  in  your  car; 
it  contains  a  spare  lamp  for  every 
socket — securely  packed. 


A  Canadian  General  Electric  Product 


Chocolate  Bar 


A  luscious,  chewy,  chocolate-coated  bar 
that  makes  the  palate  jump  with  joy 


Slicing  makes  Wildfire 

bars  even  more  delicious     She.  jftaUersqft  GaT)dl}  G.  «&»W  TORONTO 


